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ARGUMENT 


Gabriel  von  Eisenstein,  a  prosperous  man,  blessed  with  a  charming' 
wife,  Rosalinda,  has  contrived  to  stray  into  the  meshes  of  the  law,  and, 
notwithstanding"  the  efforts  of  Blind,  his  advocate,  whom  he  roundly  abuses 
for  his  pains,  he  has  to  spend  eight  days  in  enforced  seclusion  under  the 
paternal  eye  of  Frank,  the  governor  of  the  prison.  But  Falke,  his  friend, 
persuades  him  to  indulge  in  a  last  flutter  of  dissipation  before  surrendering 
to  serve  his  sentence.  There  is  a  ball  to  be  given  that  evening  by  Prince 
Orlofsky,  with  the  assistance  of  numerous  ladies  of  the  ballet.  Rosalinda's 
maid,  Ad^le,  happens  to  have  a  sister  among  the  dancers  who  are  invited, 
and  at  the  beginning  of  the  story  has  received  a  letter  suggesting  that  she 
should  impersonate  a  dancer  for  the  occasion. 

Eisenstein  takes  an  affectionate  farevtell  and  departs,  nominally  to 
prison,  but  intending  to  make  a  rather  wide  detour  before  he  reaches  that 
uninviting  spot.  On  his  departure,  the  inevitable  lover,  whose  name  is 
Alfred,  is  not  long  absent.  However,  the  prison  governor,  who  expects  a 
prisoner,  is  not  to  be  defied  with  impunity,  and  comes  to  escort  Eisenstein  to 
gaol.  Under  the  circumstances  he  naturally  assumes  that  Alfred  is  his  man. 
The  unfortunate  man  protests,  but  is  promptly  silenced  by  Rosalinda,  who  is 
careful  of  her  reputation.  Her  argument  is  irrefutable.  She  is  Eisenstein's 
wife  ;  that  is  her  husband's  dressing-gown  ;  how  can  its  occupant  not  be  her 
husband?  It  is  conclusive,  convincing,  and  there  is  no  escape  for  Alfred. 
There  is,  however,  a  consolation  for  him.  A  husband  leaving  for  eight 
days'  misery  needs  many  parting  kisses  to  strengthen  him  for  the  ordeal, 
and  he  is  not  to  be  denied  them. 

The  ball  occupies  the  second  act.  Of  course  every  one  is  there  except 
poor  Alfred.  There  are  endless  complications.  Eisenstein,  who  is  introduced 
as  a  marquis,  insults  a  lady  guest  by  mistaking  her  for  his  wife's  maid,  which 
of  course  she  is.  He  persecutes  another  with  amorous  attentions,  but  if  she 
removed  her  mask,  it  would  reveal  his  wife.  She  had  been  sent  for  by 
Falke,  who  is  arranging  everything  for  the  Prince,  and  is  also  paying  off  an 
old  score  against  Eisenstein.  He  also  invites  Frank,  the  governor  of  the 
gaol,  and  presents  him  as  a  French  Chevalier,  and  he  and  Eisenstein  strike 
up  a  warm  friendship.  Orlofsky  is  a  splendid  host.  He  is  a  little  blas^, 
and  apt  to  be  bored,  but  that  is  a  privilege  he  denies  to  his  guests,  who, 
under  his  charming  influence,  cast  aside  all  reserve. 

The  meeting  of  Frank  and  Eisenstein  in  the  gaol  leads  to  full 
explanations.  Eisenstein  wants  to  give  himself  up ;  but  Frank  says  he 
has  an  Eisenstein  in  his  cell  already.  Ultimately  Eisenstein  disguises 
himself  hs  a  lawyer,  and  thus  extracts  a  confession  from  Alfred  and 
Rosalinda,  who  also  comes  to  the  gaol.  He  is  threatening  vengeance  when 
Rosalinda  reveals  herself  as  the  lady  with  whom  he  had  flirted  at  the  ball. 
Things  are  beginning  to  look  decidedly  uncomfortable  when  every  one's 
anxiety  is  brought  to  an  end  by  the  explanation  that  it  is  all  an  elaborate 
trick,  planned  by  Dr.  Falke,  as  a  revenge  for  a  joke  formerly  played  on 
him  by  Eisenstein,  in  consequence  of  which  he  had  become  known  as 
Dr.  Fledermaus  (Dr.  Bat).  Hence  the  title  of  the  work.  The  one  who 
has  the  least  cause  to  complain  is  Ad^le,  who,  in  the  course  of  these 
peregrinations  has  displayed  such  conspicuous  histrionic  talent  that  she  is 
assured  of  a  successful  career  as  an  actress. 


Die  Fledermaus "  was  produced  in  Vienna  in  1874. 


DIE    FLEDERMAUS. 

The  Action  takes  place  in  a  Watering  Place  near  a  great  City. 

ACT  I. 

Scene — Von  Eisenstein's  Apartments. 

{As  the  curtaiji  rises  the  Sta^e  is  empty.     Alfred  is  heard  singing 

behind  the  scene). 

Alfred.       Sweetest  bird  that  wanderest, 
My  entreaties  spurning' ; 
Bird  I  have  so  oft  caressed, 
Come  to  still  my  yearning  ! 
Sweetest  dove,  to  thee  alone 
My  sad  songs  I'm  singing  ; 
Rosalinda,  hear  my  moan, 
While  thy  flight  thou'rt  winging. 

(Enter  Adele  with  a  letter  in  her  hand,  through  door  C,  goes  to  the 
wifidow,  looks  02tt,  then  turns  to  the  public), 

Adi^le.         Here's  a  note  from  sister  Molly, 
She's  a  ballet  girl — back  row. 
'*  I'm  invited  to  a  party 

By  a  swell — of  course  I'll  go.     • 

Prince  Orlofsky, 

The  great  millionaire. 

Gives  all  us  girls  a  treat, 

I'll  take  you  there. 

Don't  let  anything  prevent  you  ; 

Just  from  your  lady's  wardrobe  borrow 

One  of  her  dresses  till  to-morrow. 

There's  no  doubt  you'll  look  quite  charming — 

To  his  Highness  I'll  present  you, 

(He  is  not  at  all  alarming.) 

Say  you'll  come  :  it  will  be  jolly, 

I'm  your  loving  sister,  Molly." 

I'm  afraid  it  can't  be  done. 

For  there's  sure  to  be  a  row  : 

But  wouldn't  it  be  fun  ; 

I'd  love  to  go,  but  don't  know  how. 


Would  that  the  bird  you  love  I  were  ; 
Oh,  to  be  as  free  as  air, 
Sun  myself  in  careless  rapture. 
Recking  naught  of  cage  or  capture  ; 
Hard  the  fate  that  bids  me  be 
Serving  maid  o(  low  degree  I 

Alfred  {behind).       "Sweetest  bird  that  wanderest,"  etc. 

Adele.  What  a  frightful  caterwauling  !     It  is  really  too  bad 

that  one  cannot  have  a  minute's  peace. 

Alfred.  '*  Svveete.^t  Dove." 

Alfred  {off).      Rosalinda,  hear  my  moan,  etc. 

Adele.  What,  Rosalinda!     {Calls  out  of  the  window.^    There 

is  an  Adele  here,  but  no  Rosalinda  ;  at  least,  none 
for  you.  Get  out  of  the  garden,  else  we  will  make 
you  sing  another  song. 
{Pause.)  He  has  gone,  beautiful  tenor  voice  and  all. 
I  ought  to  have  a  good  look  at  him.  Perhaps  I  can 
catch  him  outside.      {Exit.) 

{Enter  Rosalinda,  hurriedly.) 

Rosalinda.  It  is  !■•,  Alfred.  He  adored  me  three  years  ago, 
before  1  was  married.  I  knew  him  at  once  by  his 
tenor  voice  and  his  boldness.  Only  a  tenor  could 
have  such  cheek,  and  only  a  man  with  plenty  of 
cheek  could  sing  tenor  like  that.  Hdi^arei^  he«e, 
in  front  of  my  husband's  house,  1»  compromise  me 
with  his  top  A. 

{Enter  Adlle.) 
Ad^le.  {To herself )  Too   late.     No  one  to  be  seen.     Oh  !  there's 
Madame.      Now  then,  out  with  my  story — 

{In  a  melancholy  voice.)     If  you  please,    Ma'am,   my 
poor  aunt  is  very  ill. 

Rosalinda.  {Aside).  I  am  sure  he  thinks  me  faithless,  perhaps 
thinks  that  I  love  another,  and  after  all,  I  have  only 
married  Iiisenstein. 

Adele.  If  you  please.  Ma'am,  my  poor  aunt  is  very,  very  ill. 

Rosalinda.    Your  poor  sick  aunt  ! 

Adele.  And  so  I  beg  you,  out  of  consideration  for  my  dutiful 

affection,  to  give  me  leave  to  ^o  out. 

Rosalinda.  Impossible.  You  know  your  master  has  to  go  to 
prison  for  five  days. 

Ad^le.  But  why  has  he  to  %o'^ 

Rosalinda.  Just  for  striking  a  sheriff's  officer  with  a  whip  and 
calling  him  a  donkey. 

Adele.         My  poor  aunt,  please  Madam  ! 


Ad^le.  No,  to  you  1  may  not  go. 

Though  for  me  you're  longing  so  ; 
Cruel  is  this  separation 
From  my  only  near  relation. 
Hard  the  fate  that  bids  me  be 
Serving  maid  of  low  degree. 

Rosalinda.        No,  to  her  you  may  not  go, 

Though  for  you  she's  longing  so. 
I  regret  your  separation 
From  your  only  live  relation. 
Hard  the  fate  that  bids  you  be 
Serving  maid  of  low  degree. 

(A DELE  Exits  crymg) 

Rosalinda.  What  a  fortunate  old  aunt  to  have  such  an  affectionate 
niece.  [She  turns  and  sees  .\lfred  at  the  door.) 
Heavens  !     Alfred  ! 

Alfred  [advancing).  Why  not  "  J/y  Alfred.^"  And  why  not  meet 
me  with  open  arms  ? 

Rosalinda.    Sir,  I  am  married  ! 

Alfred.  1  don't  care.      I  don't  care  in  the  least. 

Rosalinda.    But  I  do.     Please  leave  me. 

Alfred.  I  k»ve  not  come  for  the  purpose  of  leaving  you. 

Rosalinda.    Heavens  !     If  my  husband  should  come  ! 

Alfred.  1   do  not  care  in  the  least.      Besides  which,  he  won't 

come,  because  he  has  to  go  to  prison. 

Rosalinda.    I  will  pray  that  he  may  not  have  to  go  to  prison. 

Alfred.  He  has  got  to  go  to  prison.      No  praying  is  any  use. 

Rosalinda.     I  beg  you,  leave  me. 

Alfred,  Very  well,  then.  1    will  leave  you  ;  but  only  on  con- 

dition that  I  may  return  when  your  husband  is  in 
Gaol.  Swear  to  me  that  you  will  receive  me  when 
you  are  a  grass  widow,  -inrl  T  TiijH  iLdlld  yuu  Ut 
^n'"^       Swear  ! 

Rosalinda.    So  be  it.      1  swear. 

Alfred.  Very  well  then,  I  go. 

Rosalinda.     But  you    don't    go.         You're    still    standing   there. 

Goo^-b>^  V^^,^ ,     a  Ifii.U"^  rUu^  ^ 

\Exit  singing. 


Alfred. 
Rosalinda. 


No. 


1.^     Auf  Wiedersehen. 

I  wish  to  goodn'ess  he  would  not  sing  !  His  dialogue 
1  can  resist,  but  with  such  a  top  B  I  am  powerless. 
[Listens.)  Hut  here  comes  my  husband,  he's  having 
a  quarrel  with  his  lawyer.      "TXa.^'  ^  ^*-^ 

Enter  Eisens  r  ein  and  Blind   (quarrel li7ig). 
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EiSENSTEiN.     Oh,  the  law  is  ruination, 

And  attorneys  are  vexation. 
I've  no  patience.      It's  a  shame. 

Rosalinda.     Be  patient,  pray. 

Blind.  Be  patient,  pray. 

EiSENSTEiN.    You  are  guilty  of  collusion, 

You  have  only  made  confusion, 
And  you  only  are  to  blame  ! 

Blind.  Who's  to  blame  ? 

Rosalinda.  He's  to  blame.     Is  he  to  blame  ? 

EiSENSTEiN.  Yes,  no  one  else  but  he's  to  blame. 

Rosalinda.  What !    Mr.  Blind  ? 

Blind.  That's  most  unkind. 

EiSENSTEiN.  I  tell  you,  yes. 

Rosalinda.     What's  all  this  mess? 

Explain  your.-elf. 
EiSENSTEiN.    Then  listen. 
Blind.  No,  first  let  me  defend  myself. 

EiSENSTEiN.     I  think  you'd  better  spare  your  breath, 

Such  thing's  admit  of  no  defence,  Sir. 
Blind.  It  seems  to  me  you  mean  offence.  Sir. 

Rosalinda.  Don't  rage  and  storm. 

It  is  bad  form. 

EiSENSTEiN.  That  man  talked  like  an  utter  fool. 

Blind.  He  shouts  and  raves  and  can't  keep  cool. 

EiSENSTEiN.  Don't  splutter  when  you  talk  to  us, 

Blind.  You're  making  a  most  awful  fuss. 

EiSENSTEiN.  You're  yelling  yourself  hoarse. 

Blind.  Your  manners  are  most  coarse. 

EiSENSTEiN.  You  are  a  featherhead. 

Blind.  You're  horribly  ill-bred. 

EiSENSTEiN.     You're  really  talking  awful  stuff, 

And  like  a  grampus  pant  and  puff. 
Blind.  I'll  make  you  smart  for  this  rebuff. 

Although  your  hide  is  very  tough. 
Rosalinda.     My  dear,  you're  getting  very  rough, 

And  you  have  strained  your  voice  enough. 
[To  Blind)      Take  my  advice  and  disappear, 

Or  worse  will  come  of  it,  I  fear. 
EiSENSTEiN.    Yes,  she's  quite  right, 

Yes,  disappear, 

Or  worse  will  come  of  it,  I  fear. 


Blind.  I'm  not  liked  here, 

I'll  disappear. 

Rosalinda.     Take  my  advice  and  disappear. 

EiSENSTEiN.    Yes,  there's  the  door — so  disappear. 

Blind.  It's  very  clear,  I'm  not  liked  here — I'lrdisappear. 

{Exit. 
Rosalinda.     My  dear,  don't  lose  your  temper  quite. 

You  have  been  sentenced — well,  all  right  ; 

And  when  five  days. 

But  five,  are  ended 

(And  very  soon  they  will  be  ended), 

You'll  be  without  a  care,  and  free. 
EiSENSTEiN.     Five  days,  did  you  say? 

They've  added  three  ; 

To  eight  my  sentence  is  extended, 

That's  what  that  fool  has  done  for  me  ! 

I  must  report  myself  to-day. 

If  not,  I  shall  be  fetched  away. 
Rosalinda.     Eight  !     Cruel  law  !     It  must  be  amended. 
EiSENSTEiN.    Quite  so. 

Rosalinda.     Must  you  go  to  gaol  to-day  ? 

My  dear,  I  don't  know  what  to  say. 
Don't  talk  to  me  of  consolation, 
'Tis  an  endless  separation. 

EiSENSTEiN.     Lawyers  are  a  sheer  vexation. 

And  the  law  is  ruination. 

I've  lost  patience — it's  a  shame  ! 
Rosalinda.     And  he  only  is  to  blame. 

Enter  Blind. 
Blind.  Who's  to  blame  ? 

Rosalinda.     You're  to  blame. 
EiSENSTEiN.     Yes,  he  only  is  to  blame. 

Blind.  When  you  once  are  out  of  gaol, 

We  shall  beat  them  without  fail. 
And  I'll  show  you  what  smart  attorneys 
Can  invent  : 

Application  —  Information 
Attestation — Prorogation 
Subhastation — Pignoration 
Vindication  -   Replication 
Protestation — Liquidation 
Condonation— Sequestration 
Arbitration  -  Jactitation 
EiSENSTEiN.     Do  leave  off — it  is  enough. 
Blind.  Exculpation — Inculpation. 
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Do  leave  off — it  is  enoug-h. 

Confrontation — Arrestation 
And  you'll  end  in  jubilation. 

Thoug^h  you  fuss  without  cessation 
O'er  this  dreadful  litigation, 
You'll  only  lose  your  reputation. 

To  end  this  altercation 

Is  my  firm  determination, 

So  retire  with  g-reat  precipitation. 

Oh,  these  lawyers  are  vexation,  etc. 

Application  -Information,  etc., 
We  poor  lawyers  have  vexation 
From  our  clients'  objurgation,  etc. 

ElSENSTEIN.  There's  a  prize  lawyer  for  you.  Such  nonsense  has 
never  been  heard  in  any  court  before. 

My  poor  Gabriel  !      Eight  long  days  and  from  to-day. 

Yes.  They  wanted  to  keep  me  from  dinner  and  all, 
and  I  had  to  swallow  heaps  of  humble  pie  before 
they  allowed  me  a  few  hours,  dear,  so  that  I 
could  dine  with  you.  [Touches  the  bell.)  After  all, 
I  cannot  wonder  at  it,  because  I  have  refused 
three  of  their  pressing-  invitations. 

Enter  Adele,   looking  very  7nelancholy. 

Yes  Ma'am. 

What's  the  matter? 

Ad^le  [sobbing).      My  poor  aunt ! 

Rosalinda.    The  poor  woman  is  dangerously  ill. 

ElSENSTEIN.  Dangerously  ill  I  Ten  minutes  ago  I  saw  her  riding 
through  the  streets  on  a  donkey. 

Adele  [aside).     Oh,  bother  ! 

Rosalinda.    Is  she  as  ill  as  all  that  ? 

ElSENSTEIN.  Go  at  once  to  the  "Golden  Lion,"  and  order 
the  best  dinner  you  can  for  us.  Anything- 
that  is  good  and  expensive.  (Ad^le  is  going.)  Stop  ! 
When  you  come  back,  go  to  the  lumber  room  and 
hunt  out  the  oldest,  dirtiest,  raggedest,  and  most 
disreputable  suit  you  can  find. 

Are  you  g"oing  begg-ing  ? 

No,  on  the  contrary.  I  do  not  want  every  one  in  the 
place  where  I  am  going  to  sponge  on  me.  Now 
go  and  g-et  the  dinner.  I  intend  to  have  a  square 
meal  at  my  own  table  to-day  for  the  last  time. 

(x\dele  exits^  but  turns  at  the  door  a7id  announces)  Dr.  Falke. 
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Enter  Dr.  Falke. 
Falke.  (Kisses  Rosalinda's  hand).  My  humble  duty  to  you,  fairest 
lady.  I  congratulate  you  heartily  on  getting  rid  of 
your  tyrant  for  eight  days.  [Shakes  hands  imth 
EiSENSTEiN.)  And  I  have  come  to  wish  you  luck, 
too,  the  extra  three  days  are  always  something  for 
which  you  ought  to  give  the  Court  a  cordial  vote  of 
thanks. 

Rosalinda.    Doctor  ! 

EiSENSTEiN.    Oh,  don't  mind  him.      Send  to    the  cellar,   my  dear. 
Let  us  moisten  his  tongue  to  take  the  edge  off. 

Rosalinda.    Please,  no  jokes.  Doctor  ;  it's  too  dreadful.   We  must 
try  and  cheer  our  poor  convict  up  a  bit. 

\Exi(  centre. 

Falke.  [calling  after  her).    Of  course,  of  course.    To  amuse  him  and 
cheer  him  up.      That's  just  what  I  am  here  for. 

EiSENSTEiN.    Well,  old  Doctor  Bat? 

Falke.  Well,  my  Butterfly.     [.Aside.)    Don't  forget  that  Bats 

have  claws,  and  you'll  feel  them  before  you're 
a  day  older.  [To  Eisenstetn.)  I  have  really  come 
to  invite  you  to  a  supper  given  by  a  Prince  with  the 
most  delightful  dancers  of  the  Opera. 

EiSENSTEiN.    Are  you  mad?    I  have  got  to  begin  my  imprisonment 
in  an  hour. 

Falke.  Don't  worry  about  that.     You  can  start  to-morrow 

morning  quite  early.  To-day  you  go  with  me  to 
the  Villa  Orlofsky,  where  the  young  Russian  Prince 
lives,  who  is  painting  this  little  town  red.  There 
you  will  find  ladies.  Ladies,  I  tell  you  !  A  regular 
flower  garden,  from  Camellias  to  Violets  ! 

EiSENSTEiN.    The  deuce  !     You  make  my  mouth  water.      But  the 
Prince  ? 

Falke.  He  has  particularly  asked  me  to  bring  with  me  some 

nice  young  men  about  town. 
EiSENSTEiN.    You  flatter  me  ! 

Falke.  You  know  you  always  have  the  maddest  ideas.      For 

instance,  three  years  ago  when  we  went  to  that 
Fancy  Dress  Ball,  you  as  a  Butterfly  and  I  as  a 
Bat.      Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

EiSENSTEiN.    These  are  the  things  a  man  does  not  forget  so  quickly. 

Ha,  ha  !      It  was  a  rare  joke. 
Falke.  Oh,  yes.      For  the  butterfly,  but  not  for  the  bat. 

EiSENSTEiN.     [Takes  out  a  repeater  watchy  and  makes  it  repeat.) 
Falke.  Ah,  ah  !     That  is  the  famous  spoon  bait. 


EiSENSTEiN.    What  do  you  mean  ? 

Falke.  The  story  goes  that  you  use  this  repeater  watch  as  a 
bait  for  all  the  small  fry  when  you  flirt.  You 
promise  to  give  it  to  every  one  of  them,  but 

EiSENSTEiN  {laughhig).      I  have  never  given  it  to  one  of  them. 

Falke.  Gay  deceiver  !     Never  mind.     You  will  have  plenty 

of  chances  of  using  your  bait  to-night,  for  I    am 
counting  on  your  company. 

^  A-  ,  Come  with  me  ;  no  risk  you  run, 

V^'X  It  is  quite  near,  we'll  have  great  fun  ! 

You'll  have  time  for  moping 
In  your  cell,  so  I  am  hoping 
To  persuade  you  it's  the  thing 
Just  to  have  one  final  fling. 
Charming  ballet  dancers,  clad 
In  most  ravishing  creations, 
Love's  divine  intoxications 
To  the  Polka's  magic  add. 
If  you  do  it,  you'll  be  glad- 
With  music  and  dancing. 
Your  soul  to  delight  ; 
With  ladies  entrancing 
To  gladden  your  sight. 

'Twill  soon  be  to-morrow.     The  hours  will  fly  fast, 
You'll  banish  all  sorrow.      Ere  night  is  past. 
The  boredom  of  prison  to  counteract, 
You  really  must  try  your  mind  to  distract. 
That's  a  fact. 
Is  it  a  fact  ? 

EiSENSTEiN.    Yes,  it's  a  fact. 

But  then  my  wife — I  can't  deceive  her. 

Falke.  Lovingly,  gently  kiss  her,  then  leave  her, 

Saying,  "  Good-night,  my  sweetest  kitten." 

EiSENSTEiN.    No,  no,  "  My  mouskin  "  I  will  say, 
*'  My  sweetest  mouskin," 
For  'tis  I  who  am  slinking  with  cat-like  tread  away. 

Falke.  Sweetest  mouskin  ! 

For  'tis  you  are  slinking  with  cat-like  tread  away. 

And  while  she  lies  snug  in  bed, 

'Twill  not  be  to  prison  you're  led, 

You'll  go  to  the  supper  instead. 

EiSENSTEiN.    I'll  go  to  the  supper  instead. 

Falke.  As  stranger  there  I'll  present  you. 

Marquis  Renaud  will  be  your  name  ; 
Nobody  then  will  recognise  vou. 
Will  you  ? 


ElSENSTEIN. 

Falke. 


ElSENSTEIN. 

Falke. 

ElSENSTEIN. 

Both. 


Yes,  I've  almost  decided. 

You  must  ! 

By  me  now  be  guided, 

For  your  health's  sake  I  advise  you. 

Come  on,  then. 

Who  can  resist  ? 
I'm  still  half  afraid — 
But  I'll  see  it  throug-h. 

Deuce  take  all  shilly-shalliers  like  you. 

'Tis  a  feast  to  tempt  a  king. 

Choice  cuisine  and  wines  the  rarest  ; 
Crowds  of  girls,  the  opera's  fairest, 
Unrestrained  will  laugh  and  sing. 
La,  la,  la,  &c.,  &c. 


Dance. 


Enter  Rosalinda  with  a  ragged  coat  and  an  old  battered  hat^  and 
looks  on  surprised). 

Rosalinda.     What  are  you  doing  ?     Please  do  explain. 

Falke  {embarrassed).     That  was  very  successful,  wasn't  it  ?     Ha, 

ha,  ha  ! 
ElSENSTEIN  {in  a  melayicholy  voice).      He  has  comforted  me. 
Falke.  It  was  no  easy  job,  but  I  managed  it. 

ElSENSTEIN.  Yes,  I  am  now  going  to  prison,  and  feel  just  as  if  I 
was  going  to  enjoy  myself. 

Falke.  What  is  that  you  have  got  there? 

Rosalinda.  The  prisoner's  outfit.  {Puts  tJie  battered  hat  on 
Eisenstein's  head.)     Does  that  hat  fit  you  ? 

Falke.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

ElSENSTEIN.  {Throws  the  hat  away).  I  cannot  stand  that.  Do 
you  want  to  make  a  tramp  of  me  ? 

Rosalinda.    You  told  Ad^le  .   .   . 

Falke  {Takes  the  jacket).  And  this  jacket.  If  you  put  that  on, 
the  Governor  of  the  gaol  will  give  you  a  warm 
welcome.  {Taking  liis  hat.)  Madam,  your  humble 
servant ! 

Rosalinda.    What !     You  are  going  to  leave  us  ? 

Falke.  Time  is  getting  on,  and  I  want  to  announce  to  Herr 

Frank,  the  Governor  of  the  gaol,  the  arrival  of  his 
new  guest.  I  will  wait  for  you  there,  friend 
Eisenstein.  [Exit. 

ElSENSTEIN.     {Calling  after  him.)     Give  my  love  to  the  Birds  ! 
Rosalinda.     The  Birds  ? 
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ErsENSTEiN  {Embarrassed).  Yes.  By  that  I  mean  the  .  .  .  bats. 
Yes  .  .  that's  it :  the  bats.  They  illustrate  the 
poetry  of  the  prison  house. 

Rosalinda.     Heavens  !    Will  you  be  locked  up  with  bats  ? 

EiSENSTEiN.  Why  not  ?  They  are  very  human  little  beasts,  and 
I  will  have  a  very  g'ood  time  with  them.  [Siiigs 
"  Tra  la  la,''  &€.) 

Rosalinda.     Surely  this  is  no  time  for  singing-  and  dancing. 

EiSENSTEiN.  No.  You  are  right.  It  is  time  to  get  ready  and  get 
dressed. 

Rosalinda.     Get  dressed  for  the  prison  ? 

EiSENSTEiN.  Naturally.  Falke  thinks  it  is  quite  possible  I  may  be 
able  to  join  a  most  select  party  there. 

\_Exit. 

Rosalinda.  Why,  the  poor  dear  seems  quite  off  his  head  !  It 
almost  looks  as  if  he  were  glad  to  ^o  to  prison.  If 
I  only  knew  what  I  could  do  with  that  young  man 
out  there.  I  have  sworn  to  receive  him,  and  when 
one  has  once  sworn  such  a  solemn  oath  one  must 
keep  it,  although  it  tears  my  heart  strings. 

{Enler  Adele,  bringing  on  a  dish  a  calf's  head  with  a  bouquet  of 
roses  in  its  mouth. ) 


Ad^le. 
Rosalinda. 


Adele. 
Rosalinda. 

Adi^le. 
Rosalinda. 

Adele. 

Rosalinda. 

Adele. 
Rosalinda. 


The  ''Golden  Lion"  sends  this  calf's  head  with  his 

compliments. 
Oh,  Alfred.      Such  soulful  eyes. 

I  must  get  him  off.  I  will  receive  him,  but  only  to 
tell  him  that  he  must  leave  me  at  once.  But  I  must 
get  her  out  of  the  way.  How  is  your  poor  sick 
aunt  ? 

Well,  as  well  as  can  be  expected. 

Don't  you  think  this  old  sick  aunt  is  really  a  some- 
body else's  brother  ? 
Oh,  Madam. 

Never  mind.  Aunt  or  no  aunt,  I  give  you  permission 
to  go  out,  and  I  won't  ask  any  questions. 

Really,  Ma'am,  but  just  now  you  said  you  couldn't 
possibly. 

Because  I  was  in  a  bad  temper  before.  Now  I  am 
more  cheerful. 

Because  the  master  is  going  to  prison. 

You  are  forgetting  yourself. 
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Adele. 


ElSENSTEIN. 


I  beg  your  pardon. 

Enter  Eisenstein  iji  evening  dress. 


{In  evening  dress.  He  is  perfu7ni7ig  himself.)  That's 
all  right.  Eau  de  violette  for  the  hair.  Fleurs 
d'oranges  for  my  handkerchief.  Now  I  only  have 
to  water  my  coat  with  Eau  de  Cologne.  Ad^le,  do 
you  hear?  I  want  Eau  de  Cologne.  (Ps.T)YA^n  gives 
him  a  scent  bottle,)  Good !  Now  I  am  quite 
respectable. 

Rosalinda.     Why,  evening  dress  for  gaol  ? 

Eisenstein.    Yes.     To  let  them  see  that   I   am  worthy  of   them. 
These  Jacks-in-Office  always  look  on  one  as  if  one 
were   beneath   them.      Haven't  you   got  a  rose,   a 
camellia,  or — {Notices  the  bouquet  in  the  mouth  of 
the  calf's  head).    Excuse  me,  m'lord.     {Takes  it  out 
and  puts  it  in  his  buttonhole. ) 

Eisenstein  {to  Ad^le).     Give  me  a  pin,  Ad^le. 

(Adele  takes  a  pin  from  her  dress  and  fastens  buttonhole  in 
Eisenstein  s  coat.) 

{Eisenstein  kisses  Ad^le.) 

Adele.  Oh  ! 

Rosalinda.  What's  wrong? 

Eisenstein.  I  pricked  my  finger  with  a  pin.      {^Sucks  finger,) 

Rosalinda.  And  Adele  cries  out? 

Ad6le.  I  have  such  a  sympathetic  heart.  Ma'am. 

Eisenstein.  It's  time  to  leave. 

Rosalinda.  What !     Without  supper  ? 

Eisenstein.  I  will  have  supper  with  the  bats. 

Adi^.le.  What  is  to  be  done  with  the  calf's  head? 

Rosalinda.  Take  it  to  )  our  poor  sick  aunt. 

Eisenstein  {opening  his  arms  theatrically).  Rosalinda  !  My 
dearest  Rosalinda  ! 

Rosalinda.     My  poor,  poor  Gabriel  ! 

Eisenstein.    May  sweetest  dreams    lu 

restless    on     my    feet    all    night 

night  !     {Imitates  dance  steps.) 

Ad^le.  Oh,  the  pity  of  it  ! 

Eisenstein.  In  such  dire  plights  as  this  we  have  but  one  choice, 
either  to  perish  with  grief,  or  to  tear  ourselves 
apart  quickly.     Let  us  tear  ourselves  apart. 

Rosalinda  {sobbing).     Impossible  ! 


you   to  rest,    while   I 
nig-ht — to    and    fro 


all 
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^^ 


«x 


Adele  {also  sobbing).     Try  hard  and  perhaps  you  will   manage  it 
after  all. 


Rosalinda. 


All. 
Rosalinda, 


Rosalinda 
Adele 

ElSENSTEIN 


So  I  must  stay  and  languish 

Without  you  eight  whole  days  ; 
The  prospect  of  such  anguish 

My  loving  heart  dismays. 
This  time  of  separation 

Is  sad  beyond  belief, 
Can  there  be  consolation 

For  such  o'erwhelming  grief? 
At  breakfast  I'll  be  thinking, 

Whene'er  your  chair  I  see, 
If  only  you  were  drinking 

Your  early  cup  with  me. 
My  tea  I  will  not  sweeten, 

I'll  drench  my  handkerchief; 
My  roll  will  be  uneaten. 

Ah  !      How  sad  beyond  belief. 

How  sad  beyond  belief. 

There'll  be  no  merry  meeting. 
To  cheer  our  midday  meal, 

What  shall  I  care  for  eating 
My  beef  or  juicy  veal  ? 

When  night  wraps  all  in  slumber, 
Frantic  will  be  my  grief. 

My  tears  will  know  no  number. 

How  sad  beyond  belief,  etc. 


Farewell,  you  must  away. 


ElSENSTEIN.    Why  all  this  noise  and  sobbing  ? 
My  head's  bewildered  quite  ! 

Rosalinda.     My  head  with  grief  is  throbbing  ! 

Adele.  I  have  mine  here  all  right  !     [Takes  the  calf's  head. 

Rosalinda  I 
Adele         J 

ElSENSTEIN.     But  there  is  comfort  sweet — 
We'll  meet  again  some  day  ! 

All.  How  sad  beyond  belief,  etc. 

[During  the  Jina I  symphony  Eisenstein  embraces  Rosalinda  a7id 
Adele  in  turn  very  tragically,  then  dances  ojf  cheerfully. 

Adele   follows    him    while    Rosalinda    remains    behifid 
meditating. 
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Rosalinda.  He's  crying  and  dancing  all  at  once.  What  reckless 
creatures  these  men  are  !  He  uill  comfort  himself 
quickly  enough,  while  I,  his  poor  wife,  will  mourn 
for  him  alone  {listens  at  the  door).  Somebody  is 
Coming.  It  is  Alfred  !  [sits  down).  I  am  sure  that 
he  has  come  to  comfort  me  [imtli  deter?ninatio7i). 
He  makes  a  very  big  mistake.  I  am  determined 
to  remain  inconsolable. 

^       [Alfred  appears  at  the  door. 

Alfred.  He's  gone  to  prison., 

Rosalinda  [sighing  deeply).     He's  gone  to  pr  son. 

Alfred  {noticing  the  wifie  and  the  sweets  on  the  tabL).  This  is  kind 
of  you  !  To  think  of  my  creature  comforts.  Many 
thanks  for  your  delicate  attention.       S^Fills  a  glass. 

Rosalinda  {annoyed).     Oh,  please  make  yourself  at  home  ! 

Alfred.  Quite    right.       Quite    right.       And    here     I     see    the 

belongings  of  the  legitimate  lord  and  master — 
dressing-gown  and  smoking  cap.  Very  well  then. 
I  will  for  a  moment  dream  that  I  am  back  in  my 
lost  Paradise.  I  will  imagine  that  I  am  really 
your  husband.  {Takes  off  his  coal,  ajid puts  on  the 
dressing-gown  and  smoking  cap). 

Rosalinda  {alarmed).      Heavens  !     What  are  you  doing  ? 

Alfred.  I    am    making    myself   at    home     {eats   and   drinks). 

Have  you  no  appetite,  my  sweetheart? 
Rosalinda.     Really,  you  are  going  too  far  ! 

Alfred.  Please  remember,  no  coffee  to-morrow  morning,  my 

dear.  I  want  a  Russian  breakfast,  caviare,  roast 
beef,  herring  salad. 

Rosalinda.    Breakfast!     He  surely  doesn't  mean  .... 
Alfred.  And  liqueurs.      I  love  strong  drinks. 

Rosalinda  {lifting  up  her  hands  in  horror).  I  beg,  I  implore  you, 
leave  me  at  once.  I  have  received  you  only  to 
keep  my  oath,  but  now —  Enough,  Surely  you 
don't  wish  by  continuing  this  bad  joke  to  compro- 
mise the  woman  who  once  was  dear  to  you. 

Alfred.  No.      I    don't  want  to  compromise  you,  but  I  don't 

f"   LrtV^  Ife.-/   d/^^^ytch  to  l-et  yourwine  bo  wft^terj*.      B^^  let  us  drink 
V  ^^^       \f  and  sing. 

Rosalinda.     No,  no.      For  Heaven's  sake,  don't  sing  ! 

Alfred.  Why    not?       Onca    upon    a    time  •you  used  to  love 

hearing  my  tenor  rio^m.      j^g^j^X 
Rosalinda.     Ah  !    That  is  just  what  I  was  only  too  fond  of. 
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Alfred  {y pouring  out  wine).     Very  well,  then.     Let  us  sing. 

Drink,  my  dear,  this  cup  of  wine, 

Drinking"  makes  the  eyes  to  shine  ; 

When  your  eyes  are  brig-ht  and  clear, 

Thing-s  in  their  true  lig"ht  appear. 

Love's  a  cheat,  by  whom,  you'll  see. 

Sorely  we're  miisled  ; 

Truth  and  lasting  constancy 

Far  from  hence  have  fled. 

Though  illusions  it  dispel, 

Which,  indeed,  we  much  regret. 

Wine  yet  comforts  us  full  well. 

For  we  can  forget. 

Do  not  fret. 

Just  forget 

All  the  things  you  cannot  get. 

Rosalinda.     What  do  you  mean  ? 

Alfred.  Do  not  fret,  etc. 

Rosalinda.     He'll  stay  till  day  is  breaking, 
Why  doesn't  he  go? 
But  no  hint  he's  taking. 

Alfred.  Your  health  !     Your  health  ! 

Quickly  drain  this  cup  of  wine, 

Drinking  makes  the  eves  to  shine. 

Ah  ! 

Do  not  look  so  angry,  pray. 

Let's  be  merry  while  we  may  ; 

If  to  me  you've  been  untrue, 

Just  by  accident, 

Only  plight  your  troth  anew. 

And  I  will  relent. 

Nothing  but  illusion's  spell 

Soothes  the  pangs  of  vain  regret  ; 

Only  say  you  love  me  well, 

I'll  be  happy  yet. 

Rosalinda.    I  hear  voices.     [To  Alfred.)      Listen  !     Somebody's 
coming. 

Alfred.  I  don't  care  in  the  least. 

Rosalinda.     Heavens  !     What  a  situation  ! 

Enter  Frank. 

Frank    [talking  to  people  outside  the  door.)      Just  wait  outside  a 

moment.      [To  Rosalinda,  who  goes  to  meet  him.) 

Do    not    be    alarmed,    dear    lady.       I    am    Frank, 

Governor  of  the  Gaol,    and    1    have    allowed    myself 

the  pleasure  of  giving  your  dear  husband  a  personal 

escort  into  retirement. 
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Rosalinda.    But  my  husband  is  ...    . 

Alfred  (stfigs).      ''  Drink,  my  dear,  this  cup  of  wine, 

Drinking  makes  the  eyes  to  shine." 

Rosalinda  {softly  to  Alfred).     Oh,  please  be  quiet.     We  are  not 
alone. 

Alfred.  I   don't    care    in    the  least.    {Sings)    "  Kling,    Kling, 

Sing,  Sing."    [Turning  to  Frank,  isoho  notices  him.) 
Drink  with  me.      Sing  with  me.      Sing,  Sing  ! 

Frank.  My  coach  is  waiting  outside.     I  hope  you  will  come 

quietly. 

Alfred.  No.      "  Do  not  fret- 

Just  forget 
All  the  things  you  cannot  get." 

Frank.  Ah,  ha  !     Quite  so.    I  see  you  are  taking  a  humorous 

view  of  the  situation. 

"  Drink  with  me.      Sing  with  me.      Sing,  Sing  !  " 

'  Do  not 


Alfred. 
Frank. 


Very  well.      Ha,  ha  {sings  with  Alfred). 

fret,"  etc.,  etc. 
You  see  I'm  your  match  at  dance  and  song, 
But  now,  Herr  von  Eisenstein,  please  come  along. 

Rosalinda.     How  awkward.     Everything  goes  wrong. 

Alfred.  My  name's  not  Eisenstein.     You're  wrong. 

You're  misled,  it  would  seem,  sir. 

It  is  not  you  ? 


Frank. 

Alfred. 

Frank. 


By  jingo.      No  ! 

How  shocking!     Don't  blaspheme,  sir. 

Rosalinda  (to  Alfred),      Pretend  von  Eisenstein  to  be. 

Frank  [to  himself).     Can  they  have  made  a  fool  of  me  ? 

Rosalinda.     What  inferences  would  you  draw 
If  with  a  stranger  here  you  saw, 
Me  supping  tete-^-tete  ? 
When  such  suspicions,  fie,  for  shame. 
Are  cast  upon  a  woman's  name. 
She  must  expostulate. 
Does  not  what  you  see  and  hear 
Make  the  situation  clear  ? 
The  hour  so  late. 
So  intimate, 

How  like  a  husband  this  ! 
His  look  of  gloom. 
His  loose  costume. 
Can  only  mean  connubial  bliss  ! 
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Alfred 

Frank 

Frank. 


You  found  him  opposite  to  me, 

Dressed  like  some  Mussulman  grandee, 

A  fez  upon  his  head  ; 

That  after  this  you  should  have  had 

A  doubt  is  really  much  too  bad, 

Scarce  to  be  credited  ! 

Just  observe  how  hard  he  tries 

Not  to  close  his  sleepy  eyes. 

This  tete-4-tete 

With  me  so  late, 

How  very  like  a  husband  this, 

His  yawns,  his  stares, 

His  blas^  airs 

Can  only  mean  connubial  bliss. 

This  tete-ii-tete  with  her  so  late,  etc. 


No,  all  my  doubts  are  swept  away, 

I  see  there's  naught  amiss, 

But  I  must  go,  so  don't  delay, 

Give  her  a  farewell  kiss. 

A  farewell  kiss  ? 

A  farewell  kiss. 

A  farewell  kiss. 

Your  husband's  place  I'm  filling-. 

And  spend  a  whole  week  in  his  cell  ; 

I  trust  then  you  are  willing 

This  privilege  of  his  to  grant  as  well.         \^Ktsses  her. 

Dear  sir,  it's  getting  rather  late, 
I  cannot  let  my  hostess  wait  ; 
So  quickly  let  us  go. 
It's  really  time,  high  time  to  go  ! 

[Frank  talks  to  his  tnen  outside  the  door. 
In  prison  my  husband  you'll  meet  Without  fail. 
We'll  probably  be  in  the  very  same  gaol. 
Have  pity  on  me  ! 
Why,  certainly. 

Frank  {returns).     Let's  delay  no  more. 
The  coach  is  at  the  door. 
My  birdcage  is  quite  close  at  hand, 
It's  airy,  bright  and  large  ; 
My  birds  they  are  a  merry  band, 
And  live  quite  free  of  charge. 
There  most  politely  I  request, 
Dear  sir,  your  company. 
For  one  week  be  my  favoured  guest, 
Because,  dear  sir,  your  company. 


Rosalinda. 
Alfred. 
Frank. 
Alfred. 


Frank. 


Rosalinda. 
Alfred. 
Rosalinda. 
Alfred. 
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Alfred. 

Rosalinda. 

Alfred. 

Frank. 

Alfred. 

Rosalinda. 

Alfred. 

Rosalinda. 

Alfred. 

Frank. 

Rosalinda. 


Will  be  a  great  delight  to  me. 
A  great  delight  to  me. 

If  it  must  be — well  then,  I'll  go. 

But  mum's  the  word. 

It  shall  be  so. 

Be  quick,  be  quick  ! 

But  one  request  I'm  making. 
Just  time  for  my  leave-taking. 

Enough,  enough,  you'd  better  start  ! 

Just  one  more  kiss  to  give  me  heart  ! 

No,  no — enough  ;  it's  time  for  starting. 

A  last  fond  kiss  to  cheer  me  at  parting. 

You've  said  Good-bye  enough,  my  friend, 
You  kiss  and  kiss,  but,  comprehend 
Time's  up,  so  let  it  end. 

His  birdcage  is  quite  close  at  hand.         \ 

It's  airy,  bright,  and  large. 

His  birds  they  are  a  merry  band. 

And  live  quite  free  of  charge. 

There,  most  politely  he  requests. 

Dear  Sir,  your  company  ; 

Make  up  your  mind  to  see  it  through. 

There's  nothing  else  to  do. 

Alfred.  His  birdcage  is  quite  close  at  hand, 

It's  airy,  bright  and  large  ; 
His  birds  they  are  a  merry  band, 
And  live  quite  free  of  charge. 
There  most  politely  he  requests, 
Kind  man,  my  company  ; 
I  will  not  shirk,  I'll  see  it  through, 
There's  nothing  else  to  do. 

Frank.  My  birdcage  is  quite  close  at  hand. 

It's  airy,  bright  and  large  ; 
My  birds  they  are  a  merry  band. 
And  live  quite  free  of  charge. 
There  most  politely  I  request, 
Dear  Sir,  your  company  ; 
Make  up  your  mind  to  see  it  through, 
There's  nothing  else  to  do.  / 


[Alfred,  after  several  attempts^  escapes  from  Frank's  hayids  ayid 
embraces  Rosalinda.  Fhially  he  is  led  away,  while  Rosa- 
linda sinks  fainting  into  an  arm-chair. 


End  of  Act  One. 
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ACT    II. 


Ballroom  at  Prince  Orlofsky's. 

Chorus.  'Tis  a  feast  to  tempt  a  king, 

Dainty  fare  and  wines  the  rarest ; 

Smartest  men,  girls  the  fairest. 

And  our  manners  quite  the  thing. 

Never  has  there  been  a  fete  like  this, 

To  make  us  dream  of  magic  bliss. 

We  can  only  cry  in  ecstasy  : 
'*  Oh,  what  a  wondrous  sight  to  see  !  " 
*'  Very  fine!" 
*'  Quite  divine  !  " 

Chorus.  The  hours  and  minutes  fly  apace. 

And  no  one  here  can  have  the  blues, 
For  this  is  the  motto  of  the  place  : 
"  As  you  choose — as  you  choose  !  " 

'Tis  a  feast,  etc. 

\All  exeu7it  R. 

Efiter  Molly  a7id  Adele  (very  elegant)  from  the  garden. 

Molly.  I  cannot  get  over  my  surprise  at  seeing  you  here. 

Adele.  I  am  surprised  that  you  are  surprised. 

Molly.  But  tell  me  who  invited  you. 

Ad^le.  Who  ?     It  seems  to  me  you  want  to  make  fun  of  me, 

or  did  you  write  your  letter  to  me  in  your  sleep? 

Molly.  I  write  to  you  ? 

Adi^le.  Yes,  and  you  begged  of  me  to  get  free  and  to  come 

to  the  Villa  Orlofsky. 

Molly.  I  know  of  nothing.    Someone  has  played  a  joke  on  us. 

Molly  {looking  at  her).  Anyhow,  you  do  not  look  at  all  bad. 
No  one  here  knows  you.  I  will  pluck  up  courage 
and  introduce  you  as  a  sister  actress. 

Ad^le.  Actress  ?     Perhaps  they  will  take  me  for  one  ! 

Molly.  Hush !     Someone  is  coming.      Play  your  part  well, 

else  you  will  get  us  both  into  trouble. 

Adele.  I  will  do  my  best,  you  bet. 

Enter  Orlofsky,  smoking  a  cigarette^  and  Dr.  Falke 
from,  the  garden . 
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Orlofsky.  In  my  eighteen  years,  Doctor,  I  have  lived  through 
forty.  Everything-  bores  me  ;  I  have  almost  for- 
gotten how  to  laugh.      My  millions  are  my  curse. 

Falke.  I  should  be  very  glad  to  have  some  of  your  High- 

ness's  complaint. 

Orlofsky.      Do  you  think  I  shall  be  able  to  laugh  to-day? 

Falke,  I   hope  so,   your  Highness.      You  gave  me  full  dis- 

cretion,  and   I    have  attempted  to  prepare  a  little 
dramatic  joke. 

What  is  the  name  of  the  piece? 

"The  Bat's  Revenge." 


The  title  is  original  enough. 


Orlofsky. 

Adele. 

Orlofsky. 

Molly. 

Orlofsky. 

Adele. 

Falke. 
Orlofsky. 


Adele. 
Orlofsky. 


Probably  the 
Mademoiselle    Olga,    my    sister,    your 

[Turning 


Orlofsky. 

Falke. 

Orlofsky. 

Molly  (whispers  to  Adj^le).     That  boy  is  the  Prince. 

Adele.  So  young,  and  already  a  Prince  ! 

Falke  {to  himself^  pointing  to  Adele).  There  she  is.  My  letter 
has  had  its  effect.  {To  the  Prince,  pointing  to  her.) 
There  is  one  of  the  actors  in  the  drama. 

Orlofsky  {looking  at  Ad^le  through  his  eyeglass). 
soubrette  ? 

Molly  {introducing  her). 
Highness. 

Olga?     That  is  a  name  from  my  country 
to  Adele.)      Y>o  you  speak  Russian? 

No.  it  makes  me  too  cold. 

An  actress,  too? 

Yes,  very  much  so  —  Dramatic  Academy,  special 
course. 

Splendid,  splendid !  I  love  artists,  specially  beginners. 
Just  starting  ?      Have  you  had  your  send-off  yet? 

Oh  yes,  they  have  often  tried  to  send  me  off! 

[Sounds  of  laughter  from  R. 

I  see  our  friends  are  hard  at  work  at  cards.  Will 
your  Highness  take  a  hand  ? 

No,  I  might  possibly  win,  and  that  bores  me  to  death. 
But  perhaps,  ladies,  you  would  be  so  kind  as  to 
stake  a  few  roubles  for  me.  [Giving  kvikiM  a  pocket 
hook,)     Will  you  try  my  luck  with  this  ? 

With  pleasure.      But  if  we  should  have  bad  luck? 

Then  I  should  have  the  good  luck  to  see  you  back 
again  soon  ! 

Molly  {to  Ad^le  as  they  are  going).   How  do  you  like  the  Russian  ? 

Ad^le.  He  amuses  me  with  his  being  bored.  \Exeunt. 
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Orlofsky.      Tell  me,  Doctor,  what  is  your  plan. 

Falke.  I   hope  yoar   Highness  will   allow  me  the  pleasure  of 

giving-  you  a  surprise.  Only  one  thing  I  can  tell 
you  :  this  Olga  is  really  the  lady's  maid  to  our 
hero's  wife. 

Ivan  (announces)  Monsieur  le  Marquis  de  Renard. 

Falke.  And  here  comes  our  hero  himself. 

EiSENSTEiN  {entering  L.).  So  you  see  that  I  have  lost  no  time.  I 
hope  the  supper  has  not  begun  yet  ? 

Falke.  Oh,   no  ! 

EiSENSTEiN.     And  the  ladies,   the  charming    ladies    you    promised 

me  ? 

Falke.  Are  all  assembled  in  the  card  room. 

Orlofsky  [comes  to  meet  him.)  It  is  very  kind  of  you  to  give  us 
the  pleasure  of  your  company  at  supper.  I  am 
very  glad  to  see  you. 

EiSENSTEiN   [bows.      To  Falke).      Who  is  this  charming  man? 

Falke.  Prince  Alexander  Orlofsky,  our  noble  host. 

EiSENSTEiN.    What?     You  are  —  ? 

Orlofsky.      Why  this  surprise? 

EiSENSTEiN.    I  beg  your  Highness's  pardon. 

Falke  [aside  to  Orlofsky).  I  have  a  splendid  idea  :  I  will  invite 
his  wife  ! 

Orlofsky.      She  will  not  come. 

Falke.  Oh  yes,  she  will.      I   have  a  certain  way.    Will  your 

Highness  just  keep  his  attention  for  a  moment? 

[Falke  goes  to  a  tabic,  wites  a  letter^  calls  afootma?i,  and  sends 
him  off  with  it. 

Orlofsky.  [to  Eisenstein,  veiy  seriously).  Will  you  forgive  me  it 
I  ask  you  a  question  ? 

Eisenstein.    Certainly,  certainly. 

Orlofsky.      I   beg  you,  as  a  man  of  honour,  to  answer  me  sin- 
cerely, frankly,  without  reserve. 
Eisenstein.     Well,  what  ? 

Orlofsky.      Will  you  drink  a  glass  of  wine  with  me  ? 
Eisenstein.    And  is  that  all  ? 
Orlofsky.      Will  you  drink  ? 
Eisenstein.     With  the  greatest  pleasure. 
Orlofsky  [calls)  Ivan,  Madeira  ! 
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EiSENSTEiN.    And  all  this  palaver  about  a  glass  of  wine,  as  if  this 
noble  baby  were  going-  to  hear  my  confession. 

Orlofsky.       Be  seated.     {Impatiently)   Be  seated,  be  seated  ! 
EiSENsTEiN.  {falls  into  an  arm-chair).    I  am  seated. 

[Ivan  brings  the  wine  and  glasses  and  places  them  on  a  table 

next  to  ElSENSTElN. 

Orlofsky.      Drink. 

EiSENSTEiN   {To  himself,   as  he   is  hastily  ponring  out   the   wine.) 
How  he  is  ordering  me  about ! 

Orlofsky.       Now,  listen.      Before  we  go  any  further  I   must  tell 
you  all  about  my  national  peculiarities. 

My  friends  to  supper  I  invite  : 
It  helps  to  pass  the  night  : 
I  let  them  all  ^o  their  own  way 
Until  the  break  of  day. 
No  matter  what  is  done  or  said. 
By  boredom  I'm  oppressed  ; 
But  boredom  is  prohibited 
To  you  when  you're  my  guest. 
And  so  if  any  one  of  you 
Should  think  the  thing  a  bore, 
I  warn  you  that  without  ado 
I'll  show  you  to  the  door. 
And  if  you  say,  "  Excuse  me. 
But  it's  odd  such  things  to  do  !  " 
I'll  answer,  "  They  amuse  me.' 
*'  Chacun  a  son  gout!  " 

When  an  acquaintance  I  invite 
To  join  me  in  a  glass, 
I  quickly  cease  to  be  polite 
If  he  should  let  it  pass. 
I  think  a  man's  a  sorry  sight 
Who  will  not  drink  his  fill  ; 
Fm  almost  ready  for  a  fight 
If  he  won't  do  my  will 

Should  he  not  drink  the  whole  night  through, 
And  should  he  cry  "  Enough  !  " 
The  bottle  flies  without  ado 
At  the  head  of  such  a  muff. 
And  if  you  say,  ''  Excuse  me, 
But  it's  odd  such  things  to  do  !  " 
I'll  answer.  "  They  amuse  me." 
''*'  Chacun  a  son  gout !  " 

Orlofsky.       How  do  you  like  the  Madeira? 

EiSENSTEiN.    Oh,  immensely.  \Drtnks. 
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Orlofsky.  Unfortunately  I  don't  like  it.  At  one  time  that  kind 
of  pleasure  had  some  charms  for  me,  but  now  I 
don't  care  for  anything-.  I  have  even  lost  my  taste 
for  love. 

EiSENSTEiN.    Oh,  /  have  still  plenty  of  taste  for  love  ! 

Orlofsky  {hastily  gulps  down  a  glass,  then  stands  up).  Ah,  if  I 
could  only  grow  youngf  again  ! 

ErsENSTEiN.     Voung-  again.    But  you  have  scarcely  left  the  nursery  ! 

Orlofsky.  I  would  like  to  laugh,  to  laugh  heartily,  and  I  can  so 
seldom  do  that.  But  Dr.  Falke  has  promised  me 
that  1  shall  laugh  at  you  to-night. 

EisENSTBiN  (taken  aback).     At  me  ? 

Orlofsky.      Yes,  at  you.      Falke,  is  it  not   true  that  we  are  to 

laugh  at  the  Marquis? 
Falke.  I  hope  so,  your  Highness.      Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

EiSENSTEiN  [bewildered).      But  why  are  you  going  to  laugh  at  me? 

\^Looks  at  himself  from  every  side. 
Falke  (aside  to  Orlofsky).      I  have  arranged  everything. 
EiSENSTEiN  (aside).      What  are  they  whispering  about  ? 

Enter  Adele  and  Molly. 

Ad^le  (handing  to  Orlofsky  his  empty  pocket  book).  Prince,  I 
return  you  your  pocket  book.     It  is  empty. 

EiSENSTEiN  (seeing  Ad^le).      Heavens  ! 

Orlofsky.      What's  the  matter  ? 

EiSENSTEiN.    That's  my  wife's  maid  (to  himself).      Oh,  this  is — 

Ad^le  (to  Molly).     That's  Madam's  husband.     That's  my  master. 

Molly.  What? 

EiSENSTEiN  (to  himself).      And  in  one  of  my  wife's  frocks,  too  ! 

Ad^le  (to  Molly).      And  the  poor  dear  lady  thinks  he  is  pining 

in  gaol  ! 
Falke    (introducing).      Mile.     Olga,     Mile.    Molly,     Monsieur     le 

Marquis  de  Renard. 
EiSENSTEiN  (embarrassed,  to  ADi:LE).     Delighted,  delighted.      Did 

you  say  your  name  was  Olga? 

Orlofsky.  You're  looking  devilish  puzzled.  Marquis.  Dr.  Falke 
is  right,  we  shall  have  some  fun  out  of  you. 

EiSENSTEiN.     Now  to  pull  myself  together  ! 

Orlofsky.  Mile.  Olga  seems  to  have  made  a  very  deep  im- 
pression on  you. 

EiSENSTEiN.  Impression?  Oh,  dear  me,  no!  How?  I  only 
thought  I  saw  a  likeness  (to  Ad^le).  Were 
you  always  Miss  Olga? 
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Ad£:le.  I   mig^ht  as  well   ask,  were  you  always   Marquis   de 

Renard  ? 


Falke  {laughing  to  himself).     Bravo  ! 
EiSENSTEiN.    Oh,  this  likeness  ! 
Ad^le.  To  whom,  to  whom? 

EisENSTEiN.    To — to— my  wife's  maid. 

i      {laughing).      Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
Falke        j 

Ad^le    {indignantly).     He    said    I — like 


Quite  good. 


a    servant  !      What    im- 


pertinence ! 

Re-eftter  Guests. 

Orlofsky.       It's  really  too  delicious. 
Best  joke  I  ever  heard. 

Falke.  Your  coming  was  propitious. 

Chorus.  Do  tell,  do  tell  us  what's  occurred  ! 

Orlofsky.      This  dainty  one's  complaining 
The  Marquis  took  her— yes  ! 
Yes,  it's  too  entertaining. 

Chorus.  For  what,  then? 

Falke.  Try  to  guess. 

Ad^le.  Ridiculous,  that  man  mistook 

Me  just  now  for  a  cook. 
Chorus.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !      Ha,  ha,  ha  i 

He  thought  she  was  a  cook. 
Orlofsky.      Dear  sir,  this  is  most  impolite, 

Your  blunder's  past  excusing. 
Chorus.  How  impolite. 

Falke.  Most  impolite. 

EiSENSTEiN.     I  really  was  bewildered  quite. 

The  likeness  is  confusing. 
Adele  x\  man  like  you 

A  Marquis,  too — 

You  really  should  beware, 

1  should  advise 

You  scrutinise 

New  faces  with  more  care. 

And  surely  my  hand  is  too  neat — Oh  ! 

And  surely  I've  such  tiny  feet — Oh  ! 

My  speech  shows  such  taste  ; 

How  dainty  my  waist  ! 

For  charms  like  these  you  look 

In  vain  in  maid  or  cook  ; 

Most  irritating,  you  must  see. 

Mistakes  like  this  are  apt  to  be. 
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Chorus.  What  a  curious — ha,  ha,  ha — 

Situation — ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Ad^le.  This  straight  profile, 

In  Grecinn  style. 
All  scruples  should  disarm  ; 
If  you  still  should  doubt. 
Well  then,  what  about 
My  figure's  hig-h-born  charm  ? 
Most  carefully  through  your  lorgnette — oh  ! 
Observe  this  most  modish  toilette — oh  ! 
•  Affection,  I'm  thinking, 
Has  set  your  eyes  a-blinking, 
Your  thoughts,  I  am  afraid. 
Run  on  some  lady's  maid  ; 
You  see  her  image  everywhere. 
It  is  most  strange,  I  do  declare  ! 

Chorus.  Yes,  this  curious— ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Situation — ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
Causes  furious — ha,  ha,  ha  \ 
Cachinnation — ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

\y     EiSENSTEiN.    Now  you  have  laughed  enough.      Ladies  and  gentle- 
men, I  beg  your  pardon.      Be  magnanimous. 

Adele.  If  you  beg  our  pardon,  we  will  forgive  you  ;    but  in 

future  beware  of  pretty  servant  girls  ! 

Enter  Ivan. 

Ivan.  Monsieur  le  Chevalier  Chagrin. 

Orlofsky  {surprised,  to  Falke).     Chagrin  ? 
Falke.  Yes.     Frank,  the  Governor  of  the  gaol. 

Orlofsky.      Oh,  yes. 

Enter  Frank. 
Welcome,  in  the  name  of  His  Highness. 
Welcome,  M.  le  Chevalier. 

I  crave  your  Highness'  pardon.     I  was  detained. 
No   ceremony,   please.      My  guests  are  all   at   home 


\ 


Falke. 

Orlofsky. 

Frank. 

Orlofsky. 

here. 
Falke  [introducing). 


M.    le    Chevalier    Chagrin,    M.    le   Marquis 
de  Renard. 

Orlofsky.      You  are  fellow-countrymen,  then  ? 

Eisenstein  [to  himself).     Oh,  confound  it  !     Perhaps  he  will  begin 
to  talk  French  ! 

Frank.  J'ai  I'honneur,  M.  le  Marquis. 

Eisenstein.    J'ai  I'honneur — Serviteur.      If  he  goes  on,  I  am  done! 

Frank.  Vous  etes  aussi  Fran^ais? 
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EiSENSTEiN.  Aussi,  aussi,  aussi.  I  wish  I  could,  oh,  see  the  way- 
out  of  this  ! 

Frank  {to  Falke).  I  thank  you  for  the  title  "Chevalier"; 
"Governor  of  the  Gaol"  would  hardly  do  in  this 
company. 

EiSENSTEiN.     Have  you  been  long- in  this  watering  place,  Chevalier? 

Frank.  Three  days,  M.  le  Marquis. 

Falke.  Haven't  you  met  each  other  before  ? 

EiSENSTEiN.    My  loss. 

Frank.  I  seldom  appear  in  public.      I  am  a  g-reat  friend  of 

closed  doors  and  privacy — but  in  future  I  hope — 

EiSENSTEiN.    That  we  shall  improve  our  acquaintance. 

S^Gives  his  hand,  Frank  takes  it. 

Frank.  And  see  each  other  often. 

Falke.  Certainly  ! 

EiSENSTEiN  (to  Falke).      A  most  amiable  man,  this  Chevalier. 

Frank  (to  Falke).      I  like  this  Marquis  immensely. 

Falke  [to  Orlofsky)  What  will  these  gentlemen  say  when  they 
do  get  to  know  each  other  better? 

Molly.  But  why   doesn't  supper  come?     I   have  got   a  tre- 

mendous appetite. 

All.  Yes,  yes. 

Falke.  I   hope  you   will  have  a  few  minutes'  patience.      We 

are  expecting  another  lady. 

All.  Another  lady! 

Falke.  Yes.     A  lady  on  whose  behalf  I  request  the  discretion 

of  all  the  company. 
All.  How  exciting- !      Let  us  hear  more  about  it  I 

Falke.  She's  a  lady  of  the  hig-hest  aristocracy,  a  Hungarian 

countess  who  would  like  to  join  our  merry  party, 
but  has  to  take  certain  precautions. 

EiSENSTEiN.     Married,  I  suppose?     Poor  thing  ! 

Falke.  Yes,  and  to  a  man  who  is  so  jealous  that  he  would 

like  to  carry  his  wife  about  with  him  in  his  coat 
pocket.  And  althoug-h  he's  in  retirement,  the  lady 
is  cautious  enoug-h  only  to  come  to  parties  like 
this  masked  ! 

All.  Masked  ! 

Falke.  Yes.      But  I  promised  her  that  she  could  come  here, 

and  be  quite  sure  of  our  discretion,  so  now  you 
must  all  swear  to  respect  her  incognito. 

All.  We  swear. 

EiSENSTEiN.     Masked!  That's  interesting-, that's  deuced  interesting! 

Molly.  Perhaps  she's  ugly. 
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Falke.  And  now  let  us  all  take  another  turn  in  the  garden. 

All.  Let  us  go.  [All  go  slowly  into  the  garden. 

Adele.  {to  EisENSTEiN,  who  IS  still  lookifig  at  her  doubtfully). 
Well,  Marquis  !  How  much  longer  am  I  to  wait 
for  you  ? 

EiSENSTEiN  {to  himself).  It  is  too  extraordinary,  this  likeness. 
Still  she's  much  smarter  than  Ad^le.  I  must 
make  experiments.  [dangles  his  watch  before 
Adele 's  eyes. 

Falke  {poiyiting  to  Molly).  M.  le  Chevalier,  there's  a  vacancy 
here. 

Frank  {offering  his  arm  to  Moluy)  .  I  hope  you  won't  refuse  me 
when   I   apply  for  the  place. 

Molly.  That  depends  on  you. 

[Exeunt  into  the  garden. 

(Elsenstein  makes  his  watch  repeat). 

Adele.  What  a  duck  of  a  darling  little  watch  ! 

Eisenstein  {offering  her  his  arm  and  following  the  others).  It  is 
really  a  lady's  watch.  Perhaps  I  shall  have  the 
good  fortune  to-day  to  find  a  lady  who  will  take  it. 

AdSle.  I  haven't  got  a  little  watch  like  that. 

Eisenstein.  And  I've  only  one  little  watch  like  that.  To  whom 
can   I   present  it? 

[Adele    offers    Eisenstein    wrong    arm    twice.       In    leavings 
Eisenstein  kisses  Adele  who  shrieks. 

Eisenstein.    It  is  Adele,    I   recognise  her  shriek. 

Falke.  He's   a  bright    boy.      What   fun   it   would   be   if    his 

experiment  failed  and  someboc*/  really  took  the 
bait.  Ah  !  Here's  the  lady.  She  has  not  been 
long.      {Retires.) 

[Enter  Rosalinda  in  evening  dress  with  a  black  mask  in  her  hand. 

Falke.  I   am  very  sorry.   Madam. 

Rosalinda.  Oh.  Is  it  you,  Doctor?  Then  what  you  wrote  to 
me  is  really  true. 

Falke  {leading  her  into  the  background).  A  look  into  the  garden 
will  convince  you.  There  you  can  see  how  your 
husband  is  serving  his  sentence. 

Rosalinda.  With  a  lady  on  his  arm.  Disgraceful !  And  what 
^o  I  see?  Yes — no — I  cannot  be  mistaken.  It  is 
Ad^le,   my   maid. 

Falke.  Yes.      It  is   Adele,   your   maid. 

Rosalinda.     Is  this  the  sort  of  society  he  frequents  r 
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Falke  {pathetically).     And  he  draggled  me  into  it,   too. 

Rosalinda.  The  airs  she  is  giving-  herself  in  my  dress  !  Just  you 
wait,  Miss.  I  will  give  you  a  nice  prescription 
for  your  sick  old  aunt ! 

Falke.  Quick  !     He  is  coming. 

(Rosalinda  puts  her  mask  o?t). 
[E7iter  EiSENSTEiN  and  Frank,   arjn  in  arm,  laughing. 

Rosalinda.  What's  this  ?     The  Governor  of  the  Gaol  here  too 

Frank.  Marquis,  your  watch  is  a  real  talisman. 

Rosalinda.  Does  he  dare  to  call  himself  Marquis  ? 

EiSENSTEiN.  Yes.      I   owe  no  end  of  conquests  to  it. 

Falke.  If  your  wife  only  knew! 

EiSENSTEiN.  Yes,  yes.  My  poor  little  wife  !  I  expect  she's 
dreaming  of  her  Gabriel. 

Rosalinda.     And  her  Gabriel  is  making  fun  of  her ! 

Frank.  You  live  near  here,   Marquis? 

EiSENSTEiN.  Yes.  Quite  near.  Ten  minutes  from  here,  round  to 
the  left. 

Frank.  Yes,   so  do   I — to  the  right.     Extraordinary  that  we 

should    never    have    met    before,   but    in  future,  I 
hope  often  to  see  you  at  my  little  place. 

EiSENSTEiN.   {shaking  hands  wi/h  Frank).      Let  us  be  friends. 

Frank.  Delighted  !     (Eisenstein  and  Frank  embrace).    One 

heart,   one  soul  ! 

Falke  {bursts  out  laughing).      Ha,   ha,  ha. 

Eisenstein.    What  have  you  got  to  laugh  at  ? 

Falke  {pointijig  to  Rosalinda).  I  always  think  it  ridiculous  when 
men  embrace  in  the  presence  of  ladies. 

1    {embarrassed).    Ladies,  Heavens.      Then  that's  ? 
Frank 

Falke. 


The  Hungarian  Countess  of  whom  I    spoke.     They 
say  she's  very  beautiful. 

Yes.     Gentlemen,   leave  her  to  me. 

f   {from  the  door).    Good  luck,  Marquis.    Good  luck  ! 


Eisenstein. 

Frank 

Falke 

Frank  {to  Falke).  That  Marquis  is  quite  as  merry  a  person  as 
your  friend  Eisenstein. 

Eisenstein  {laughijig).  I  as  merry  as  I  !  What  does  he 
know  of  Eisenstein  ?  He  doesn't  know  me  as 
Eisenstein   anyway. 


[Rosalinda  goes  solemnly  to  him,  seizes   his    arm,  scrutinises 
his  face. 

EiSENSTEiN  iasionished) .     Well? 

Rosalinda  {angry^.  How  I  should  like  to  give  him  a  good 
shaking. 

EiSENSTEiN.  Ah,  ah,  ah.  She  seems  to  have  temperament.  Hun- 
garian blood.  As  to  the  tale  of  the  aristocratic 
Countess,  I  do  not  believe  it.  She  will  be 
caught  by  the  watch  like  others.  [Looks  at  his 
watch.      Same  biisijiess  as  before.^ 

Rosalinda.  What  is  he  doing?  Ah!  That  is  the  watch 
to  which  he  owed  so  many  conquests. 

[EiSENSTEiN  makes  his  watch  repeat. 

Rosalinda  {disguising  her  voice).      What  a  charming  little  watch! 

EiSENSTEiN.     Yes.      It  is  very  pretty. 

Rosalinda.    Where  can  one  buy  a  little  watch  like  that  ? 

EiSENSTEiN  {laughs  to  himself,  then  aloud).  I  bought  it  in 
Berlin  to  give  it  to  a  charming  actress  as  a 
tribute  of  esteem. 

Rosalinda.    I   am  making  my  d^but  in  a  week's  time. 

EiSENSTEiN  [to  himself).  Aha  !  Not  a  Countess,   but  an  actress. 

Rosalinda.  The  Manager  said  many  nice  things  to  me  after  the 
rehearsal. 

EiSENSTEiN  {to  himself).  She's  really  delicious !  {Makes  his 
watch    repeat.) 

Rosalinda   {to  herself).      If  only  I   could  get  hold  of  that  watch  ! 
EiSENSTEiN.     Her  behaviour  how  attractive, 


And  her  shape  so  slim  and  active, 
,/  For  a  lover 

Just  to  cover 
Her  with  kisses,   O  what  joy  ! 
But  alas  !  it  seems  she's  coy  ! 

Rosalinda.     In  his  prison   I  had  thought  him. 

Never  here  should  I   have  sought  him. 

Shirking  duty, 

Wooing  beauty, 
Wicked  man,   it's  vain  to  try 
From  my  righteous  wrath  to  fly  ! 

EiSENSTEiN.    Ah,   how  soon  this  fair  form  may   be    drifting 
From  my  ken  and  melt  into  air. 
Let  me  gaze,   your  mask  just  lifting, 
On  your  beauty,   rich    and  rare. 
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Rosalinda.     Really,  sir,  it  does  surprise  me, 
A  man  of  breedings  should  forget 
That  attempts  to  recog-nise  me 
Are  a  breach  of  etiquette. 
How  he's  cooing-  as  he's  wooing, 
Languid  glances  on  me  glueing, 
Swears  devotion,  has  no  notion 
Who  it  is  behind  the  veil. 
See  him  rush  to  his  undoing — 
Soon  his  sins  he  will  be  rueing  ; 
I  have  caught  him  ;   I  am  certain   I'll  not  fail. 

EiSENSTEiN     Half  consenting,   half  repenting. 
My  advances  she  repels  ; 
Yes,   I   hope  I   shan't  fail. 
Yes,    I   think  she's  frail. 
Joy,   I'm  hoping,   crowns  my  wooing. 
I  will  not  fail. 
She  is  caught  ;   I   am  certain   I   shan't  fail. 

[Rosalinda  si7iks  on  to  a  chair. 

Rosalinda.     Oh,  how  fast  my  pulse  is  flying, 

My  poor  head  !     Oh,   how  it  hurts. 

EiSENSTEiN.    Truly   I've  been  prophesying. 

Love  at  last  its  power  asserts  ! 

Rosalinda.     I  have  suffered  thus  since  childhood, 
But  it^s  not  a  serious  case  ; 
I  am  well,  when  with  the  ticking 
Of  a  watch  my  heart  keeps  pace. 

EiSENSTEiN.     Let  me  put  it  to  the  test. 

Rosalinda.    Yes,   I  think  that  will  be  best. 

Both.  Yes,  let  us  count — 

One,   two,   three,  four. 

Rosalinda.     Five,   six,   seven,   nine — 

EiSENSTiEN.    Stop,   that's  very  fine, 

But  after  seven  follows  eight. 

Rosalinda.    My  nerves  are  in  a  dreadful  state — 
Let  us  change  places. 

EiSENSTEiN.    Change  places  ?     How  ? 

Rosalinda.     You  count  my  pulses'  beat  from   now, 
And  if  they're  going  slow  or  quick, 
I'll  tell  by  your  repeater's  tick — 
If  you'll  allow, 
I'll  show  you  how. 

EiSENSTEiN.     I'm   ready— Go — 
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Both.  One,  two,  three,  four,  five,  six,  seven,  eight,  nine,  ten. 

Eleven,   twelve,   thirteen,   fourteen,  fifteen,   sixteen. 
Seventeen,   eig'hteen,  nineteen,   twenty, 
Thirty,   forty,  fifty,   sixty,   eighty,  hundred. 

EiSENSTEiN.    One,  two,  three,  four,  five,  six,  seven,  eight,  trot, 
Trot,  trot,  trot ; 
Six,  seven,  eight,  nine,  ten,  eleven,  twelve,  trot, 
Trot,   trot,   trot ; 
The  pace  is  hot  ! 
Six  hundred  and  ten  ! 

Rosalinda.     No,  no. 

You're  cheating  again  ! 

EiSENSTEiN.     I've  counted  hundreds   more, 

.Twenty  thousand  is  my  score  ! 
Yes,   twenty  thousand  is  my  score. 

Rosalinda.    My  friend,  your  counting's  most  erratic. 

EiSENSTEiN.    Deuce  take  precision   mathematic  ! 

Rosalinda  {puts  watch  and  chain  into  her  pocket^. 
To-day  you'll  do  no  more  repeating. 
EiSENSTEiN.    She's  got  my  watch.      I  say,   that's  cheating  ! 

It's   a  joke. 
Rosalinda.    I  thank  you  sincerely. 
EiSENSTEiN.    Do  not  provoke. 
Rosalinda.     You're  acting  most  queerly. 

EiSENSTEiN.     In  the  trap   I   have  not  caught  her  ; 

Who  so  clever  would  have  thought  her  ? 
What  a  trick — I've  ne'er  seen  neater. 
She  walks  off"  with  my  repeater ! 
Oh,  please,  my  watch  ! 
Please  give  it  me, 

Just  let  me  see  ! 
In  the  trap  I   have  not  caught  her, 
Please  give  it  me. 
Just  a  moment  let  me  see  ! 

Oh  dear!     Oh  dear  I 
This  is  very  costly  joking, 
Its  results  are  most  provoking, 
I  have  lost  my  watch  and  chain, 
Have  been  fooled,   it  is  plain  ! 

Oh  dear! 
\All  the   Guests   rush   laughiiig  from  the  garden. 

Molly.  There     is    the    unknown    lady,    whose    arrival    the 

Doctor  announced  to  us. 
Adj^le.  I  should  like  to  see  her  face 

All.  Yes.     Take  off"  your  mask.     Take  off"  your  mask. 


35 


vi 


Oklofsky.  Stop  !  Ladies  and  g-entlemen,  you  are  forgetting- 
your  compact.  In  my  villa  every  lady  has  the  right 
to  reveal  herself  or  conceal  herself  as  she  likes. 
{Turns  to  Rosalinda)  Do  as  you  please,  dear  lady 
— as  you  please. 

EisENSTEiN  {pointing  to  Rosalinda).  Yes.  She  does  just  as  she 
pleases.      My  watch  has  gone. 

Adele.  But  I  would  bet  ten  to  one  she  is  not  Hungarian.      A 

lady  from  the  other  side  of  the  border  has  more 
fire,  and  would  long  ago  have  exploded  in  oar 
company. 

Orlofsky.       And  yet  she's  Hungarian. 
Molly.  Can  your  Highness  prove  it  ? 

Orlofsky.       Let  music  prove  it  ! 

CSARDAS. 

^  ''^"'  Music  of  homeland — 

Your  strains  soul-compelling. 

Tales  of  sorrow  telling, 

With  streaming  eyes  I  hear. 

Weeping  I  hear  them. 

Wild  melodies  burning 

With  fierce  yearning 

For  thee,  my  home,  so  dear  ! 

Oh  !     Thy  forests  so  wondrous  green. 

Oh  I     Thy  harvests'  golden  sheen  ; 

To  no  land  'neath  Heaven 

Hath  sun  so  bright  been  given. 

Oh  land,  where  joy  my  lot  hath  been  ! 

By  thine  image  blessed, 

Is  all  my  soul  for  aye  possessed. 

Though  all  the  world  may  part  me  from  thee, 

As  thou  hast  ever  been,  thou  art 

Sole  idol  of  my  heart. 

Oh,  thy  forests  so  wondrous  green,  etc. 

True  Hungarians  all. 
Ne'er  deal  to  pleasure's  call  ; 
Quick  to  the  dance  away, 
Csardas  sounds  so  gay. 
Maid  with  the  fiery  glance, 
Only  with  thee  I'll  dance  ; 
Quick,  give  your  arm  to  me. 
Come,  my  partner  be  ! 
Band,  mark  the  measure — ha  ! 
Sing,  all,  for  pleasure — ha  ! 
Clank  spurs,  horseman  bold. 
Maiden  will  not  be  cold  ; 
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Glances  cry  give  sig-n 
She  will  soon  be  thine  ! 
Wine-cup  seizing, 
Thirst  appeasing, 
Quickly  let  it  pass 
From  hand  to  hand  ! 
Hail  victorious, 
Tokay  glorious, 

May  heaven  bless  our  native  land  ! 
Ha! 

Ori.ofsky.      Now   Doctor,   keep  your  promise,   and  tell  us  about 

that  excellent  joke  of  yours. 
All.  Yes,  yes.      The  story  of  the  bat. 

EiSENSTEiN.  Oh  !  You  are  talking  of  the  bat?  That  is  the  comedy 
of  which  I  am  the  author,  and  in  which  the  poor 
Doctor  plays  the  title  part. 

All  the  Girls.      Well,  you  tell  us. 

EisENSTEiN   {to  Falke,)      May  I  ? 

Falke.  Anything  you  like. 

EiSENSTEiN.    Three  years  ago  Falke  and  I  were  gay  young  sparks, 

Ad^le  {confidentially^  hmigiyig  on  his  arm).     So  you  are  still. 

Rosalinda  {to  Falke).     Impertinence  ! 

Eisenstein.  We  were  both  living  in  a  small  town  not  far  from 
here.  Falke  had  already  started  in  practice,  but  I 
vvas  still  a  bachelor. 

Eisenstein.  At  a  country  house  two  miles  from  our  town  there 
was  a  fancy  dress  ball  to  which  we  were  invited. 
I  went  as  a  butterfly,  and  the  Doctor  as  a  bat. 

All.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Eisenstein.  Tightly  sewn  up  in  a  thick  brown  skin,  long  claws, 
broad  wings,  and  a  yellow  beak.  To  cut  a  long 
story  short,  when  morning  came  he  had  had  more 
than  was  good  for  him,  and,  as  we  drove  home 
through  the  woods,  the  coachman  and  I  lifted  him 
out,  and,  very  gently  and  tenderly,  placed  him  in 
the  shade  of  a  spreading  tree  and  left  him  there  all 
unconscious  of  his  fate. 

All.  Poor  Doctor  ! 

Eisenstein.  When  he  woke  there  was  no  help  for  it.  In  broad 
daylight  he  had  to  walk  home  through  the  town, 
to  the  great  joy  of  all  the  street  arabs. 

Eisenstein.  After  that  he  was  known  in  all  the  district  as^ 
''  Doctor  Bat." 


All. 


Ha,  ha,  ha. 
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Frank.  Splendid,  Marquis,  splendid.   That  bat  was  a  splendid 

idea.      Only  a  marquis  could  invent  such  things. 

Falke  (^0  the  other  guests).  Make  the  Marquis  and  the  Chevalier 
drink  as  much  as  they  can. 

Orlofsky.       To  supper,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  to  supper! 

All.  To  supper,  to  supper  ! 

Orlofsky  [with  his  glass  in  hand,  rising).  Ladies  and  gentle- 
men a  toast  !  Champagne,  the  king  of  wines. 
Long  live  his  fizzing  majesty  and  all  his  loyal 
subjects. 

All.  Hip,  Hip,  Hurrah  ! 

Orlofsky.      Good  wine  to  youth  restores  us, 

Tra  la  la  la  la  la  la  ! 
It  kills  the  thoughts  that  bore  us. 

Tra  la  la  la  la  la  la  ! 
Though  power  be  their  chief  pleasure, 
Vain  glory  though  thy  treasure. 
E'en  Kings  find  relaxation 
In  rational  potation. 
Then  all  your  voices  raise. 
The  King  of  Wines  to  praise  ! 

A  Toast. 
His  sovereignty  we  all  acclaim  ! 
In  all  the  world  supreme  his  fame  ; 
King  Fizz  the  First,  King  Fizz  the  First 
Shall  be  his  name. 

EiSENSTEiN.    The  monk  is  not  exempted, 

Tra  la  la  la  la  la  la  ! 
He  too  is  sorely  tempted. 

Tra  la  la  la  la  la  la  ! 
His  poor  parched  lips  to  soften, 
He  takes  a  draught  full  often. 
It's  by  such  careful  study 
He  makes  his  nose  so  ruddy. 
Then  all  your  voices  raise. 
The  King  o(  Wines  to  praise  ! 

Ad^le.  The  whole  world  bows  before  you, 

Tra  la  la  la  la  la  la  ! 
Both  hemispheres  adore  you  ; 

Tra  la  la  la  la  la  la  ! 
Wine  often  makes  a  nation 
Forget  an  altercation. 
It's  wise  of  Kings,  I'm  thinking, 
To  foster  peace  by  drinking. 
Then  all  your  voices  raise. 
The  King  of  Wines  to  praise  ! 
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Chorus. 


A  toast,  etc. 


EisENSTEiN.    My  love  to  you, 
Good  Chevalier  ! 

Frank.  Merci,  merci,  my  dear  ! 

Your  health,  Lord  Marquis,  g-racious  peer  ! 
EiSENSTEiN.    Merci,  merci,  my  dear  ! 

Falke.  Here's  your  health,  Chevalier  and  Marquis  ! 

EiSENSTEiN.    Merci,  Merci,  my  dear  ! 
RosAL.  &  Adele.      Hahaha  !   Merci,  merci,  merci  ! 
All.  Merci,  merci,  merci  ! 

Falke.  Stop,  if  you  can  ; 

Tve  a  new  plan  ! 

Chorus.  Hear  his  plan  ! 

Falke.  I  see  many  fond  couples  united, 

I  see  true  love's  not  unrequited  ; 
So  let  us  a  great  confraternity  found, 
Be  brothers  and  sisters  all  round. 

Orlofsky.       Universal  brotherhood  it  be  ! 

Chorus.  Universal  brotherhood  it  be  ! 

EiSENSTEiN.    And  you,  lovely  stranger,  do  you  agree  ? 

Rosalinda.     Where  all  are  kissing, 
I  won't  be  missing-. 

Falke.  Well,  here's  my  plan.     Take  your  glass — this  way  ; 

And  each  to  your  next  neighbour  say  : 
Brother  dear  and  sister  dear. 
Henceforth  we  all  must  be  ; 
I'm  sure  you  will  agree. 
Brother  dear  and  sister  dear. 

Falke  and  Chorus. 

Now  since  formal  salutation 
Here  is  out  of  place. 
Let  a  fond  embrace 

Be  compact's  confirmation  ! 

With  a  kiss 

I  claim  you. 
You,  you,  you — till  death  ycu. 
You,  you,  you — dui  du,  dui  du,  dui  du. 

Orlofsky.       I  think  we've  had  enough 
Such  music  bewitching 
Has  set  my  nerves  twitching, 
To  dance  now  ourselves  is  far  best. 
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Chorus. 


ElSENSTEIN. 

Frank. 

Rosalinda 

Falke 

Orlofsky 

Chorus. 

Frank. 

ElSENSTEIN. 

{To  ROSAL.) 

Rosalinda. 

ElSENSTEIN. 

Chorus. 

Ad^le. 

Chorus. 
Molly. 

ElSENSTEIN. 

{To  Rosal.) 
Rosalinda. 

ElSENSTEIN. 

Adele 
Molly 
Orlofsky 


Yes,  let  us  dance 

A  mad  whirlings  dance — 

The  evening's  joy  enhance. 

Ha,  what  a  feast,  what  a  wondrous  night  ! 
Cupid  and  Bacchus  give  us  bhss  ; 
Life  would,  indeed,  be  one  long  delight, 
Were  every  hour  but  as  gay  as  this  ! 

You're  my  only  prop,  my  friend. 
Yours  until  death  and  perdition. 

I   How  touching  in  the  gaol  will  be 
I  Their  mutual  recognition. 

Oh,  what  a  night,  etc. 

Brother,  brother,  my  watch  won't  go  ; 
Tell  me  how  the  night  has  sped. 

Brother,  mine  is  wrong  also. 
It  won't  go,  or  fly  :  it's  fled. 

Pardon  me  for  asking. 
Is  it  not  time  yet  for  unmasking? 
It's  absurd  I  should  not  know 
Where  my  precious  watch  will  go. 

Attempt  not  to  know  what's  here  concealed,. 
You'd  perish  of  terror  were  it  revealed. 

Ho  ho,  ho  ho,  what  does  it  mean? 

Best  joke  I  ever  have  seen. 
Best  joke  I  ever  have  seen. 

By  hook  or  crook, 
Just  have  a  look. 

Have  a  look  ! 

How  very  faint-hearted. 
For  shame,  he's  retreated. 

Though  checked,  I'm  not  defeated. 
Further  struggles  now  are  vain. 

On  my  nose  a  pimple's  growing, 
So  my  mask  I  will  retain. 

A  poor  excuse.      I'll  not  refrain. 


Silly  excuse  !     Try,  try  again. 
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EiSENSTEiN.     No,  your  mask  you  shan't  retain. 

Adele  \ 

Molly  V  No,  her  mask  she  won't  retain. 

Orlofsky       J 

I  EiSENSTEiN  pursues  Rosalinda.      Clock  strikes  Six 

EiSENSTEiN.    Where's  my  hat  !     Where's  my  hat ! 
I've  no  time  to  waste  ! 

Chorus.  Where's  his  hat  !     Where's  his  hat  ! 

What  means  this  mad  haste? 

EiSENSTEiN.     I  must  hurry  away. 

Frank.  Not  a  minute  can  I  stay. 

EiSENSTEiN      j   Quick,  my  hat,  quick,  my  coat. 
Frank  )   Quick,  give  me  my  coat  ! 

Chorus.  Where's  his  coat?  where's  his  hat?     Haha-ha  ! 

Where's  his  hat?  where's  his  coat  ? 

EiSENSTEiN.    Do  we  g"o  together?     Then  let  us  start. 

Frank.  At  the  nearest  corner  well  have  to  part. 

Well — Au  revoir  ! 

All.  Well — Auf  Wiedersehen  ! 

Chorus,  Oh,  what  a  night,  etc. 

\Exeu7it  EiSENSTEiN  and  Frank. 

End  of  Act  Two — Curtain. 


.^    /Cc^    y^^        Xhe  Prison  Director's  Office. 

(^^  ^A^  curtain  rises  Alfred  is  heard  singing  as  iji  the  first  Act^ 
"  Sweetest  Dove^''  &'c.       Frosch  enters  centre  with  a  large  bunch 
of  keys,  with  lighted  lanter?i.     Rather  drunk). 

Frosch.  Ho  !     ho  !     JoUiest    prison    I    ever    knew.      Prisoner 

Number  12  is  at  it  again,  singing  for  all  he's 
worth.  I've  only  been  here  a  few  da^s  with  the 
Governor,  but  I  Hke  my  new  job  '  very  well  ; 
The  gin  here  is  first  class,  in  fact,  I  have  found 
it  better  here  than  anywhere  else  (Alfred  sings 
again,  Frosch  liste7ii?ig).  It's  the  prisoner  in 
Number  12.  {calls  dow)i  passage).  Quietly,  quietly. 
Singing  is  against  the  rules.  If  you  don't  stop 
I'll  get  you  turned  out  (exit  reeling).  This  is 
the  jolliest  prison  I   ever  knew. 

(Enter  Frank.     Day  is   dawning.     As   sooji   as    Frosch    has  dis- 
appeared, door  L  is  opened.     Franks  hat  is  rather  battered,  crushed 
well  on    to   his   head.      His   overcoat   is    buttoried  wrong.      As   he 
advances  he  tries  in  vain  to  walk  straight). 

(Frank  tries  tuisiiccessfully  to  take  off  his  overcoat,  pulling  with  his 
left  hand  the  right  sleeve.  Still  tnanipulating  his  overcoat,  he  begifis 
to  waltz,  collides  with  the  fur?iiture,  which  makes  a  great  fioise  ;  he 
looks  round  alarmed,  and  tries  again  to  recover  his  composure.  At 
last  he  manages  to  get  rid  of  his  coat,  and  his  good  humour  returns. 
He  advances  wildly  and  sings: — 

Frank.  Olga,    come    here !     And    Molly    too.       I    like    you ! 

Marquis,  Marquis,  give  me  your  hand.  You're 
my  friend  !  His  sovereignty  we  all  acclaim,  etc. 
Hush  !  [Stops  suddenly.,  looks  round  in  alarm,  sees 
the  tea  things).  Just  what  I  wanted.  (Lights 
the  spirit  lamp  after  ?nany  fruitless  efforts.  Pours 
out  ifito  the  teapot.  He  looks  for  his  arm-chair,  finds 
it,  sits  down,  tries  to  read,  soon  falls  asleep). 

Enter  Frosch  R.     Sees  Frank. 

Frosch.  Hello  !     The   Governor  is  up   early  — looks   as  if  he 

had  to  run  for  it  !  I  must  make  my  report.  Good 
morning,  sir  !  Good  morning,  sir  !  Good  morn- 
ing, sir  ! 

Frank  (starts  up).     What's  the  matter  ?     Come  nearer. 
Frosch  (tries  i^i  vain  to  jnove  without  falling).     Nearer? 
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Frank.             Of   course    (Frosch   makes   two   very   uneven  steps). 

Everything-    is    dancing-    before    my    eye.  Even 

Frosch  seems  to  be   dancing    (to    Frosch).  Con- 
found the  champagne.      Anything  fresh  ? 

Frosch.  Nothing,  sir — except  that  Number  12  wants  a  lawyer. 

Frank.  Eisenstein  ?     All  right.      He's  entitled  to  it. 

Frosch.  I  have  sent  for  a  certain  Dr.   Blind,    who  has   been 

highly  recommended.     Curse  the   gin  ! 

Frank.  Why  are  you  staggering  ? 

Frosch  (slill  staggering).     I  am  not  staggering,   sir. 

Frank  [to  himself).     Not  staggering- !     It  must  be  the  champagne. 

Frosch.  It  must  be  the  gin  [clingijig  to  a  chair).     You  see, 

sir,  I   am  not  staggering. 

Frank  {hell).     What's  that? 

Frosch    {another    ring).     Sounds    like    a  bell  {bell  rings   again). 
It  is  a  bell. 

Frank.  Isabel,    what    does    she    want?       Look    out    of    the 

window,   and  see  who  it  is. 

Frosch.  Out  of  the  window    {to  himself),     I  will  never  get  as 

as  far  as  that.  \Goes  in  a  zig-zag  to  the  'window. 

{at  the  window).      It's  two  ladies.  Sir. 

Frank  {Jumping  up).     Two  ladies  ! 

Frosch.  Perhaps  it's  only  one.     I'm  seeing  everything  double. 

Shall  I  let  them   in? 

Frank  {confused).     No  ! — Yes  !     That  is  to  say — No  ! 

Frosch.  They  are  such  nice,  smart  girls. 

Frank.  Well,  then,  let  them  in. 

Frosch.  Governor,    they've    bricked    the    door    up.         We're 

w^alled  in. 

F'rank.  Silly  ass.     There's  the  door.      If  I   could  only  find  a 

soothing  draught  ! 


Molly. 
Frank. 

A DELE. 

Frank. 
Ad^le. 

Molly. 


Enter  Ad^le  a7id   Molly. 

You  see,  the  Doctor  directed  us  quite  right. 

Adele   and   Molly  !     Out  you  go,   Frosch. 

I  suppose  our  visit  rather  surprises  you? 

Well,  I  had  hardly  hoped  so  early  .   .    . 

I  thought  it  my  duty  to  make  a  confession.    You  see, 
I  am  not  what  I  seem. 

My  sister  is  not  an  actress. 
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Ad^le.  Not  even  a  show  girl — but  up   to  now,  only  lady's 

maid  to  Frau  von  Eisenstein. 

Frank.  Lady's  maid  !     And  you  allowed  me  to  kiss  your  hand. 

Ad^le.  Yes,  and  my  lips,  too. 

Frank.  Don't  tell  tales  out  ol  school  ! 

Adele.  Not  a  word.      Now  1  have  got  an  idea  that  I   really 

oug-ht  to  go  on  the  stage. 

Frank.  Well,  have  you  any  talent  ? 

Adele,  Talent,  indeed  !     Just  you  listen  to  me. 

See  me,  the  young  village  flirt. 
Of  course,  in  a  very  short  skirt. 
Observe  how  I  smile  when  I  talk, 
How  I  hop,  skip,  and  jump,  never  walk  ; 
And  should  a  smart  young  man  pass  by, 
I  fix  him  like  this  with  my  eye, 
And  one  roguish  look 
Will  soon  bring  him  to  book. 
I  fidget  with  my  apron's  hem. 
And  that  is  sure  to  finish  them  ! 
And  if  he  follows,  I  look  coy. 
And  say,  '*  Get  out,  you  naughty  boy." 
But  next  him  on  the  grass,  ere  long, 
I  sit,  anJ  burst  out  into  song — 
La  la  la  !     etc. 

Just  think  what  you'd  miss, 
If  with  a  gift  like  this 
You  could  not  get  an  education, 
And  through  all  your  life 
You  stayed  in  a  situation. 

Make  way  for  your  gracious  Queen, 
What  majesty  is  in  her  mien  ; 
Hear  the  crowd  on  every  side 
Cry,  "  Oh,  how  sweet,  how  dignified  " — 
All  make  way,  all  greet  me  with  a  cheer, 
Cries  of  welcome  rend  the  air. 
Thus  I  rule  by  love  that  knows  no  fear — 
Queen  of  hearts  beyond  compare  ! 
La  la  la  !      etc. 

Molly.  Tra  la  la  !  {^Imitates  trumpet, 

Frank.  Pom,  pom,  pom  !  \Imitates  druni, 

Adele.  Just  think  what  you'd  miss,  etc. 

A  Marchioness  from  France  behold. 
The  Marquis,  jealous,  gouty,  old. 
A  dashing  Count.      "  What's  this  I  see  ?  " 
''You  love  me  still."      "  Come  fly  with  me." 
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For  two  whole  Acts  he's  kept  at  bay, 
But  in  the  third  my  strength  gives  way. 
A  step— a  cry  :    '^  The  door  !  "     "  What's  that  ?  " 
It  is  the  Marquis  on  the  mat. 
''Forgive  !  "    with  half-choked  voice  1  cry. 

He  does,  and  not  an  eye  is  dry 

Just  think  what  you'd  miss,  etc. 

Frank.  You    certainly    have    got    too    much    talent   to    be   a 

lady's  maid. 

Molly.  Will  you  have  my  sister  trained  ?  [Bell. 

Enter  Frosch. 

Frank.  There's     the    bell    again  !      I     must    see    who    it    is. 

Heavens  above  !  It's  the  Marquis  de  Renard. 
Take  the  ladies  into  another  room. 

Frosch.  I  have  only  got  thirteen  free. 

Frank.  Very  well.     Take  them  to  13. 

Frosch  {to  Frank).     Are  they  arrested? 

Frank.  No — I    mean     Yes  ! — I    don't   care.      Lock   them    up, 

as  long  as  I  get  rid  of  them !       S^Goes  to  the  imndow. 

Frosch.  If  you  please,  ladies — 

AoifeLE.  Is  Number  13  your  reception  room? 

Frosch.  Oh,  yes.       We  have  several  such  rooms,  because  we 

often  get  visitors  who  stay  a  long  time. 

Molly.  Well  then,  take  us  to  13. 

Frosch.   {^Offering    his    arm    to    both   girls.)      Allow    me.       Jolly 
prison  this.      Awfully  jolly  !  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Eisenstein. 

Eisenstein.    Is  it  possible,  dear  Chevalier  ?       Do  I   find  you  here? 
Drunk  and  Disorderly?  or  breach  of  the  peace  i" 

Frank.  First  tell  me,  Marquis,  what  are  you  doing  here? 

Eisenstein.   Oh,    here's   some   teal       How   lucky.        I    shall  help 

myself ! 
Frank.  Make  yourself  at  home  !   Make  yourself  at  home  ! 

Eisenstein     At  home?     Well,  this  is  my  temporary  home. 

Frank.  You  at  home  here  ?     That's  rather  my  case.      I  must 

at  once  confess  the  truth  to  you.  I  am  not 
Chevalier  Chagrin  at  all,  but  my  name  is  Frank, 
and  I  am  Governor  of  this  gaol  ! 

Eisenstein.   Tell  me,  what  have  you  been  doing  to  get  locked  up 
here. 

Frank. 


I  am  not  locked  up  at  all. 
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ElSENSTEIN. 

Frank. 

ElSENSTEIN. 

Frank. 

Frosch. 

Frank. 

Frosch. 

ElSENSTEIN. 

Frank. 

Frosch. 
Frank. 

ElSENSTEIN. 


Frank. 

ElSENSTEIN. 

Frank. 

ElSENSTEIN. 

Frank. 

ElSENSTEIN. 

Frank, 

ElSENSTEIN. 

Frank. 

ElSENSTEIN 

Frank. 

Frosch. 

Frank. 

Frosch. 


{Laughs  loudly.)  Ha,  ha  ha !  Capital!  Splendid 
joke. 

No  joke  at  all.     Tremendous  earnest. 

You're  trying-  to  pull  my  leg". 

Very  well,  I'll  convince  you.  {Rings  the  helL 
Enter  Frosch.) 

Yes,  Sir, 

Arrest  the  Marquis  ! 

Right,  Sir,  {Seizes  Eisenstein.)  Shall  I  put  him  in 
irons  ? 

Explain  ! 

Very  well.  Let  him  go.  My  little  joke — what 
are  you  doing-  Frosch  ? 

This  is  my  little  joke. 

Get  out  Frosch — now  do  you  believe  me. 

Yes,  certainly.  You  have  g-iven  me  proof  enoug-h,  and 
in  return,  I  may  as  well  tell  you  that  I  have  come 
here  to  serve  my  eight  days'  sentence,  and  my 
name  is  Eisenstein. 

Eisenstein  !  Absurd  !  As  I  have  proved  to  you  that 
I  am  Governor  of  this  Gaol,  I  can  prove  to  you  that 
you  are  not  Eisenstein. 

Not  Eisenstein  !  Well,  I  should  like  to  know  how 
you  can  prove  that  ! 

Well,  I  arrested  Eisenstein  myself  last  night. 

You  arrested  him  !      Where  and  how  ? 

Last  night  at  ten  o'clock  in  his  room. 

Not  bad,  not  bad  !     Was  he  at  home  ? 

Indeed,  he  was — sitting  quite  cosily  in  his  dressing- 
gown  with  his  wife. 

With  my  wife  ? 

No,  with  his  wife. 

But  his  wife  is  my  wife. 

Pardon  me,  but  I  could  not  know  that  you  both  had 
the  same  wife.  \Enter  Frosch. 

Well,  what  is  it  ? 

Another  lady,  Sir  ! 

What's  she  like  ? 

She's  got  a  blind  over  her  face.  And  as  far  as  I  can 
see  she's  very  pretty. 
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Frank.  (To  Eisenstein,  who  is  sitting  at  the  table  with  his  head 
buried  in  his  hands  and  doesn't  hear  him.)  Excuse 
me  a  minute.      {Exit  followed  by  Frosch.) 

Eisenstein.  Somebody  else  arrested  in  my  rooms,  and  locked  up 
here  in  my  place,  and  this  other  Eisenstein  at 
supper  with  my  wife — while  I  !  !  !  (i5f//^.)  Anyhow, 
this  piece  of  news  has  made  me  quite  sober — I 
don't  want  any  more  tea.  But  I  must  get  permission 
to  see  this  man  and  talk  to  him  myself.  I  shall  go 
mad  ! 

Enter  Frosch  and  Blind. 

Frosch  (/<?  Dr.  Blind).  Please  wait  a  minute  here,  sir.  I  will 
fetch  Eisenstein. 

Blind  {to  Eisenstein).  What's  he  talking-  about  ?  Fetch 
Eisenstein  !     You're  here  ! 

Eisenstein.  That's  no  business  of  yours.  I  am  not  only  here, 
but  also  there.  And  what's  your  business  here, 
Mr.   Six-and  Eightpence  ? 

Blind.  My  business!     Well,  you  sent  for  me. 

Eisenstein.     I  sent  for  you  ? 

Blind.  Yes.     The  messenger  particularly  told  me  that  Herr 

von  Eisenstein  wanted  me. 

Eisenstein.    Because  Eisenstein  is  a  fool. 

Blind.  Quite  possible,  but     . 

Eisenstein.  That  is  to  say  not  I,  bur  the  other  fellow,  Wait  a 
minute — I  have  an  idea !  You  must  let  me 
take  your  place. 

Blind  My  place  !       You're  very  much  better  off  as  you  are  ! 

Eisenstein.    Want  to     meet  the  other   Eisenstein,     and   find     out 

what   really   has  happened. 
Blind.  You  are  talking  awful  nonsense. 

Eisenstein.  The  more  like  you  I  I  want  your  coat,  your  wig, 
your  spectacles,  and  your  papers.  Now  hurry 
up.  \_Exeunt. 

Enter  Alfred  with  Frosch. 

Frosch.  This    is    the    gentleman    at    No.    12       He    wants    to 

speak  to  you. 

Alfred    {still  in  his  dressing-gown  and  smokiyig-cap^  looks  round). 
There's  nobody  here. 

Frosch.  Nobody   here  ?      That's   funny,  I   expect  he's   in  the 

waiting-room.      I'll  go  and  fetch  him.    \^Exit  centre. 
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Alfred  [alone).  It  is  already  daylight,  and  nobody  seems  to  take 
the  smallest  notice  of  me.  But  no.  1  am  not 
deserted.  My  augel  herself  is  coming  to  comfort 
me  in  my  cell.  [Kneels  melodramatically  before 
Rosalinda.)     How  noble  of  you  !     How  romantic! 

Rosalinda.  There  is  no  question  of  romance  here.  Get  up  at 
once  and  listen  to  me. 

Alfred  [silting  up).      I  am  listening. 

Rosalinda.     You  must  get  out  of  this  as  quickly  as  possible. 

Alfred.      Certainly.     That  is  just  what  I  want, 

Rosalinda.  My  husband  may  be  here  at  any  moment,  and 
must  on  no  account  find  you,  and,  least  of  all, 
in  this  costume.  ..-^/^y^ 

Alfrkd.  They're  fetching  i^re  Lawyer  io  me.      Perhaps  he  can 

help  us. 

Rosalinda.     Lawyer  ! 

Alfred.  Here  he  is. 


E7lter   ElSENSTElN. 

EiSENSTEiN  [disguised  in  Blind  s  coal^  "^ig,  spectacles,  etc).  Ha  ! 
The  faithless  one  is  with  him  !  Now  to  control 
myself  and  keep  calm.  I  must  find  out  how 
matters  stand. 

Rosalinda.    Though  examination 

Should  cau>e  trepidation. 
Complete  information, 
Without  hesitation, 
Its  best  to  repeat — 
But  let's  be  discreet. 

Alfred.  For  this  consultation 

He  needs  information, 
So  full  explanation 
Of  this  situation 
It's  best  to  repeat — 
I  think  he's  discreet. 

Eisenstein.    How  great  the  temptation 
To  try  castigation  ! 
But  intimidation. 
Would  spoil  his  narration — 
Revenge  would  be  sweet  ; 
But  I  must  be  discreet. 

Now  tell  me  plainly — (Where's  my  pen  ?    So — ) 

Without  superfluous  chatter. 

All  that  you  know  about  this  matter, 

While  I  make  notes  of  it  in  extenso. 
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Rosalinda. 
Alfred. 

ElSENSTEIN. 

Alfred. 


ElSENSTEIN. 

Alfred. 

ElSENSTEIN. 

Alfred 
Rosalinda 

ElSENSTEIN. 


Rosalinda. 


ElSENSTEIN. 

Alfred 
Rosalinda 

ElSENSTEIN 


The  case  is  novel  truly, 
None  such  has  e'er  been  tried. 

It  is  confused  unduly 
By  other  things  beside. 

But  give  me  facts — unless  the  facts  I  hear, 
On  your  behalf  I  can't  appear. 

Last  evening's  adventure 
Was  really  very  queer  ; 
They  took  me  prisoner  solely 
(An  oversight,  it's  clear) 
For  supping  rather  latish 
With  this  fair  lady  here. 

Good  job  it  ended  so. 

Your  conduct  was  most  low. 

How  dare  you  use  such  violence. 
Remember  you're  defending. 

I'm  cross  because  with  evidence 
Like  yours  you've  simply  no  defence — 
Excuse  if  I'm  oifending, 
I'll  remember  I'm  defending. 

This  notary 
Would  seem  to  be 
An  oddity  ; 

Be  calm  we  pray. 

For  this  display 

Has  given  you  quite  away. 

The  things  I  see 

Most  certainly 

Bewilder  me. 

For  calm  we  pray, 

This  last  display 

All  but  gave  me  away. 

It  all  was  accidental, 

A  harmless  incident. 

But  the  world,  if  it  should  know  it, 

Might  think  too  far  I  went  ; 

And  my  husband,  I'm  certain, 

Would  not  think  me  innocent. 

And  could  you  say  he's  wrong, 
The  case  is  very  strong. 

This  notary,   etc. 
The  things  I  see,   etc. 
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ElSENSTEIN. 

Rosalinda. 

ElSENSTEIN. 

Rosalinda 
Alfred 

Rosalinda. 


Alfred 

ElSENSTEIN 

Rosalinda 
Alfred. 


ElSENSTEIN. 


Take  my  advice — the  best  will  be 
Confession,  full  and  free — 
Divulg-e  without  reserve  to  me 
Your  infidelity. 

Your  questions  make  me  quite  confused, 
You  talk  as  if  /  were  accused. 

Now  make  to  me,  I  ask  you, 
Confession,  full  and  free. 
Then,  traitress,  I'll  unmask  you. 

He's  mad  !     He's  mad  ! 

I  notice,  not  without  surprise, 

Vou  with  my  husband  sympathise — 

So  mark  my  words  emphatic. 

A  monster  of  deceit  is  he, 

He  never  can  forgiven  be 

For  his  behaviour  so  erratic. 

With  ballet  dancers  all  last  night 

He  danced  and  drank  with  all  his  might ! 

But  I'll  have  reparation  ! 

A  tartar  he  will  find  he's  caught. 

Just  let  him  show  his  face  again — 

I'll  spoil  his  beauty  first — and  then 

I'll  get  a  separation  ! 

I'll  spoil  his         ,         -      c     «.        J  4.U 
eu   Ml  -1  beauty  hrst  and  then 

She  11  spoil  my  ^ 

I'll  get  a  separation. 

Now  we  have  enlightened  you, 
Tell  us  what  we'd  better  do. 
Can  we  make  him— she  and  I — 
Swallow  lots  of  humble  pie, 
And  himself  for  mercy  cry  ? 

How  can  you  dare 
Such  views  to  air? 


Alfred  \      Ridiculous  !     Ridiculous ! 

Rosalinda   f      Good  sir,  pray  why  all  this  fuss. 


ElSENSTEIN. 


Rosalinda 
Alfred 


No  more  can  I  dissemble. 
Now  punishment  condign 
Awaits  you — look,  and  tremble, 
For  I  am  Eisenstein  ! 

Yes — he  is  Eisenstein  ! 
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EiSENSTEiN.        Yes,  it's  I  whom  you  have  tried  to 
Cheat,  and  sliamefully  have  lied  to  ; 
But  my  veng-eance  now  will  be 
Exemplary. 

Rosalinda.         But  it's  I  whom  he  has  tried  to 

Cheat,  and  shamfully  has  lied  to  ; 
But  my  veng^eance  now  will  be 
Terrible  Exemplary, 

Alfred.  It  was  she  whom  he  first  tried  to 

Cheat,  and  then    iwas  she  he  lied  to  ; 

So  they're  quits — no  veng-eance  there  need  be, 

Rosalinda.  I  desig^n. 

Oh,  Eisenstein, 
Most  condig"n 
Reveng-e  ! 

Alfred.  He'll  desig-n, 

That  Eisenstein 
Mo^t  condig-n 
Revenge  I 

Eisenstein.  I'll  design, 

I,  Eisenstein, 

Most  condign 

Revenge  ! 

Rosalinda.         Let  me  please  say  a  word  or  two. 

Alfred  Just  listen — it  is  best  for  you. 

Eisenstein.         You  dare  to  come  with  quibbles  new, 
And  with  my  dressing-gown  on,  too  ! 

Alfred.  Your  dressing-gown.  Sir,  I  confess — 

Rosalinda.         Oh  fateful  article  of  dress  ! 

Eisenstein,        This  many-coloured  quilt 

Proves  my  case  up  to  the  hilt  ! 

Eisenstein     \    Yes,  it's  I  whom,  etc. 

Rosalinda      \   But  it's  I  whom,  etc. 

Alfred  J    Yes,  its  she  whom,  etc. 

Rosalinda.  So,  Sir,  you  reproach  me  and  speak  of  faithlessness 
when  1  know  quite  well  what  you  have  been  up 
to  !     [^Dangling  his  watch  before  his  eyes?) 

Eisenstein.         My  watch  !     I  had  quite  forgotten  about  that ; 

Rosalinda.         Won't  you  count  my  heart-beats,  Marquis? 

Eisenstein.  {to  himself).      My  Hungarian  ! 

Alfred.  So  you  are  Herr  von  Eisenstein? 

Eisenstein.  Yes,  I  am  Eisenstein.  The  proud  possessor  of  this 
lovely  lady  and  that  dressing-gown. 
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Alfred. 
Falke. 

Rosalinda. 
Alfred. 

Frosch. 
Frank. 


Adele. 
Molly. 
Adi^le.  {To 

Molly. 
Frank. 

Frosch. 

Adele. 

Frank. 

Ad^le. 


■Chorus. 

Eisenstein. 

Falke. 
Chorus. 

Imseimstein. 


I  return  both  to  you  with  many  thanks. 

{Enter  Falke  a7id  Frank,) 

Oh  !      I  see  there  has  been  some  tender  recognition 
here  already. 

{speaks  io  Falke).      Doctor,  what  have  you  done? 

The  true  Herr  von  Eisenstein  has  discovered  himself, 
and  is  burning  with  anxiety  to  take  up  his  place  in 
the  cell  which  I  have  kept  warm  for  him. 

{Enter  Frosch.) 

The  two  ladies  in  Number  13  are  making  a  frightful 
row,  won't  take  their  food,  and  want  to  be  let  out. 

Oh,  I  had  forgotten  ail  about  them  !  I  will  ^q>  and 
fetch  them. 

{Enter  Ad^le  and  Molly.) 
Disgusting  I      Disgraceful  !  I      Shameful  !  !  ! 

Frank)     What,  Sir  ?     You  allow  me  and  my  sister  to 
be  locked  up  in  a  prison  cell  ? 

What  wrong  have  we  done  ? 

A  thousand  pardons,  ladies.  An  error  on  the  part 
of  this  idiot.     {Pointing  to  Frosch). 

Beg  pardon,   Sir  ;    but  your  orders  were 

Orders?     Are   you    the   Governor? 

I  am  ; — and  in  that  capacity  I  ask  you :  Do 
you      know      that      gentleman  ?  {Pointing      to 

Eisenstein.) 

Yes  !  Herr  von  Eisenstein  ;  and  that's  my  former 
mistress. 

(Frank  looks  at  Eisenstein,  shttigs  his  shoulders.) 
Enter  Orlofsky  and  all  the  gnests. 

Oh,    Fly-by-Night  !     Oh,    Fly-by-Night  ! 
Take  pity  on  your  victim's  plight. 

It's  evident 

He's  had  full  punishment. 

Have  you  come  to  make  a  scene  ? 
Tell  me,  please,  what  does  it  mean  ? 
I  am  still  bewildered  quite. 
I'm  the  avenging  Fly-by-Night  ! 

He's  the  avenging  Fly-by-Night. 

But— 
Oh,  Fly-by-Night  !     Oh,  Fly-by-Night  !  etc. 
But  tell  me  why  it  is  you  came  ? 
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Falke. 
Chorus. 

ElSENSTEIN. 

Orlofsky. 

ElSENSTEIN. 

Adele. 

ElSENSTEIN 

Alfred. 

ElSENSTEIN. 

Rosalinda. 

ElSENSTEIN. 

Alfred. 

Adele. 
Frank. 

Orlofsky. 


ElSENSTEIN. 


Rosalinda. 


Chorus. 
Rosalinda. 

Chorus. 


All  the  excitement  that  you  see 
Is  a  joke  devised  by  me. 

And  we  all  were  in  the  g-ame 

What,  the  Prince  ? 

Was  in  the  game. 

And  Adele,  too  ? 

Was  in  the  game. 

(To  Alfred)     Your  repast  ? 

A  mere  invention. 

And    my    wrapper  ? 

Stage    convention. 

Happy  words,   my  fnith  restoring-  ! 
Fly,   my  dear,   to  the  embrace 
Of  your  Gabriel  adoring-  ! 

Thoug-h   the  thing-s  which  did  take  place 
Have  been  misrepresented, 
All's  well  if  he's  contented  ! 

And  now,  please,  what  am  I  to  do  ? 

[  have  not  forg-otten  you. 
Soon  a  role  paternal  playing. 

For  your  studies   I'll   be   paying. 
No,    as   patron   of  the   art. 
That,    I   think;    will   be   my   part. 
That's   my   way   with   g-irls  of  talent — 

"  Chacun  a  son  gout!" 
My  darling-,  forg-ive  your  faithful  Gabriel  :     it  is  the 

wicked    Champagne    that    has    played     this    trick 

on   us. 
Champag-ne  so  hot  and  fizzy, 

La  la  la  ! 
Kept  us  all  so  busy. 

La  la  la! 
But  faith  and  truth  he's  taught  me, 
And  to  my  senses  brought  me  ; 
Has  shown  your  aberration 
To  be  of  short  duration. 

A  toast,  a  toast,   and  all  your  glasses  raise, 
The  king  of  wines  to  praise  ! 
A  toast,   a  toast,   etc. 

His  sovereignty  we  all  acclaim, 
Everywhere  great  his  fame,  etc. 
His  sovereignty,   etc. 

CURTAIN. 
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